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CHAPTER 1 


Nick Daley sprinted down the long corridor. This was nothing new. The young boy often 
ran down the museum's marble-floored hallways. Sometimes he ran for fun. Sometimes he 
ran from danger. Unfortunately, this time Nick was running for his very life. 


The end of the long walkway, and possible safety, was in plain view. However, no matter 
how much he poured on the speed, his goal didn’t seem closer. It was as if he were in a 
dream. One of those dreams where no matter how hard he ran, no matter how fast he 
pumped his legs, he would get nowhere. 


Nick wasn’t dreaming at all. Yet, Nick truly made slow progress down the long corridor no 
matter how fast he ran. There was, of course, a very important reason for all this. 


Nick was only three inches tall. 
WAM-WAM-WAM-WAM-WAM-WAM! 
And a giant was chasing him. 


Nick skidded to a stop as one of the museum's exhibits thundered past him. He didn’t have 
to look up to know it was one of the pilgrims from the Mayflower exhibit. Nick could tell by 
the iconic, square silver buckle on the giant shoe. You tend to notice details like that on 
things that almost squash you. The historical figure didn’t notice the tiny boy underfoot; he 
marched on by. 


Before continuing his run, Nick glanced back at his pursuer. The giant was almost upon 
him. The marble floor vibrated as the giant's feet slammed against it. Nick looked around 
for a place to hide—any kind of mouse hole he could duck into. 


The giant bent down and reached for him. “Get back here!” he boomed. 


Just before the huge hand could close around him, Nick dove to the side. His tiny body slid 
across the marble floor. He flew past two giant pillars and immediately realized three 
things. One: Those pillars were actually two of the vertical supports for the second-floor 
handrail. Two: If they supported the second-floor handrail, that would put him on the 
second floor. And three: Since he slid past them, that would now put him in midair, directly 
above the museum's large rotunda. 


As Nick plummeted, another thought occurred to him. Because of his small size, the 
distance to the ground was more like twenty stories away instead of just one. That thought 
wasn't comforting at all. 


Four hours earlier... 


Nick walked briskly down the long corridor. He tried to act casual as he moved through the 
exiting crowds of museum patrons. Since the place was closing in five minutes, the guides, 

docents, and other museum employees were gently ushering visitors toward the exits. Nick 
felt like a salmon swimming upstream as he weaved through the crowd. 


Being at the museum just before closing was nothing new to Nick. Since he was spending 
the summer with his father, he enjoyed spending every night at the unique museum. But 
tonight he was on a special mission. He was smuggling the very object that brought the 
exhibits to life each night. Jostling in his backpack was the magical Tablet of Ankmenrah. 


Nick's father had grown more concerned about the tablet’s safety. Back when he first 
became a night guard, Larry Daley had to keep the former night guards from stealing it. 
Not only was the tablet priceless because of its magical properties but also for its 
composition; it was made of gold. The temptation had been too great for the former 
museum employees. Luckily, Larry had rallied the museum's exhibits to help thwart the 
thieves’ plans. 


Another time, Dexter, a cute but mischievous capuchin monkey, had smuggled the tablet 
out of the museum entirely. He had decided to bring it along when he and a few other 
exhibits were transferred to the Smithsonian. Nick’s father had to fly to Washington, D.C., 
not only to retrieve the tablet but also his friends. 


Finally, during Nick's first week at the museum, the tablet was purloined yet again. That 
time, it was swiped by a temporary exhibit who just so happened to be an evil mystic. Nick’s 
dad was temporarily frozen by the mystic so it had been up to Nick to save the day. Lucky 
for him, he had the help of another new exhibit, the young Joan of Arc. 


So, because the exhibits could only come to life because of the power of the tablet and 
because it had been stolen three times already, Larry Daley decided to do something to 
protect it. The tricky part was that he needed the entire night to do it. Therefore, he had 
Nick smuggle the tablet out of Ankmenrah’s display before closing. 


Both he and Nick had hovered near that wing of the museum until there were no patrons 
inside Ankmenrah’s chamber. Then, while Larry distracted any nearby staff, Nick placed 
one of the museum's “closed for renovations” signs in front of the wing. He quickly 
snatched the heavy tablet and stowed it inside his backpack. Now he had to make it to the 
basement where he would meet up with his dad. 


Larry and Nick had chosen a day when the museum's director, Dr. McPhee, was out of 
town. The sarcastic man certainly wouldn't have approved of their plans. And he would've 
smelled a rat as soon as they put their plan into action. The British director didn’t miss 
much. Well, he missed the fact that the entire museum came to life from sunset to sunrise. 


Other than that, he didn't miss a thing. 


Nick zigzagged through some more patrons and turned toward the rear stairs. He made his 
way to the first floor and headed for the north elevator. He tried very hard not to look as if 
he was smuggling a priceless Egyptian artifact in his backpack. He passed the Neanderthal 
alcove, the Hall of the Americas, and the diorama room. 


Nick reached the elevator and was just about to push the call button. His finger hovered 
over the downward arrow when he heard something that troubled him. Laughter came 
from the diorama room. The sounds of joy weren't unusual in the museum. People from all 
over the world visited every day. They adored all the wonderful exhibits. But there was 
something in that laughter that made him uneasy. 


CHAPTER 2 


A castle was under siege. Archers crowded the parapets, their bows drawn against the 


enemy. Knights in glistening armor raised their swords high as they commanded their men. 
A large group of defenders strained to pour a vat of boiling oil onto the attackers below. 


Surrounding the castle, machines for the siege stood ready. Soldiers loaded mighty 
catapults, trebuchets, and giant crossbows. Other wooden constructs stood closer to the 
castle walls. These were shielded with mighty timber to fend off attacks from above. More 
warriors manned these machines as they bashed and bored holes into the fortress itself. 


Of course all participants in the siege—attackers and defenders alike—were frozen in 
place. Their arrows didn't fly, their oil didn’t pour, and their battle cries never came. They 
were all part of the medieval castle diorama inside the diorama room. 


Suddenly a giant hand entered the scene. It knocked over a row of archers with a flick of its 
finger. The hand pulled back from the scene only to return holding a figurine that didn’t 
quite belong. It was taller than the other figures and huge muscles bulged under its green 
skin. It wore spiked armor and held a large spiked club. The creature’s fierce expression 
was frozen in mid roar as jagged teeth sprouted from its mouth. It was a mythical monster 
called an orc. 


The hand moved the orc figure closer to a group of attacking soldiers. With a flick of its 
wrist, the hand spun the orc, bashing its club against the frozen men. They fell like bowling 
pins. 


“Yeah!” said Eric. He made the orc bash some more figurines. “Me smash little men,” he said 
in his best pretend orc voice. 


Eric Fines would never admit he enjoyed playing with the tiny figurines. He was almost 
fourteen, after all. But then again, it was fun messing up the museum’s displays. Of course, 


his brother, Dustin, was almost seventeen and he played with similar figurines all the time. 
Well, he painted them and used them in his roleplaying games with his dorky friends. In 
fact, Dustin would kill him if he knew that he had smuggled a couple of his role-playing 
figures out of the house. Dustin barely let Eric look at his figurines, let alone play with them. 
Not that he wanted to play with them. He was only playing with them here since Dustin told 
him he couldn't. 


A shorter African-American boy reached in and pointed to one of the siege machines. “That 
one’s called a trebuchet,” Bryce said. “It’s like a catapult except that it slings rocks using a 
counterweight system.” 


Eric frowned and moved the orc toward the trebuchet. He made the figure knock that one 
over, too. “Orc smash trebuchet!” 


Eric found Bryce Jenkins to be super-annoying. He only hung out with the dork because 
one: He was great to cheat off of during a test. And two: Bryce looked up to Eric for some 
reason. Maybe it was because Eric had kept some other kids from picking on Bryce that one 
time. Or maybe Bryce hung out with Eric because Eric made him laugh. That's right. Bryce 
not only laughed at Eric’s jokes but also did whatever Eric said. Those were the only good 
qualities in a friend as far as Eric was concerned. 


When Eric had first shown Bryce the figures he had swiped from his older brother, it was 
Bryce who mentioned the museum's diorama room. Apparently, Bryce went to the 
museum every weekend. He knew tons of boring stuff about all the exhibits and wouldn't 
shut up about them. What a geek. 


“Check it out,” said Bryce. He held the other figure that Eric had smuggled out of his house. 
It was a small gryphon. The winged creature was a mythical animal where its front half had 
an eagle’s head, wings, and talons. Its back half was that of a lion with muscular haunches 
and a long, catlike tail. Sitting atop the gryphon, however, was a blond cowboy figurine. 


Eric snatched them from Bryce’s grasp. “Lame!” He reared back. “Watch them really fly.” 


Eric chucked the figures toward the diorama room entrance. He expected to see them sail 
across the corridor. What did he care? His brother had a dozen of those stupid things. Eric 
was surprised, however, when some kid stepped into the doorway. The gryphon and 
cowboy almost hit the younger boy square in the face. Now that would have been funny. 
Unfortunately, the kid caught the figures in midair. 


‘What are you guys doing in here?” the kid asked. “The museum's about to close.” 


“So?” asked Eric. He couldn't believe the kid spoke to him like that. He wasn’t wearing any 
kind of junior tour guide outfit or anything. He looked about eleven or twelve, had brown 
hair, and had a backpack slung over one shoulder. 


The kid took the little cowboy figure off the gryphon’s back and carefully placed it back atop 
a horse in the western diorama. For a second there, it looked as if the kid whispered 
something to the figure. 


Then the kid moved toward Eric and Bryce. He held out the gryphon. “This must be yours,” 
he said. “It’s a cool piece but it doesn’t belong here. Besides, you shouldn't be messing with 
these little people.” 


Eric took the gryphon and casually tossed it across the room. He gave the kid a shove. “Who 
died and left you in charge?” 


Bryce gave a weak chuckle. He never seemed to enjoy it when Eric picked on other kids. 
That was something else that annoyed Eric about his sidekick. 


“Listen, guys, I’m serious,” said the kid. “The museum’s closing and...” 
Eric snatched the backpack from the boy's shoulder. It was really heavy. 
“Hey!” shouted the kid. His eyes widened as he reached for it. 


Eric pushed him back. “Now who's the man?” He handed the backpack to Bryce. “See what's 
inside.” The shorter boy almost dropped the heavy pack. 


The kid tried to rush past him. Eric looped an arm around his neck and put him ina 
headlock. The boy tried to break free but Eric was too big and too strong. 


“Well?” he asked Bryce. “What's so heavy in that thing?” 


As Bryce nervously unzipped the backpack, his face became bathed in bright golden light. 
“Whoah!” 


CHAPTER 3 


“Be careful with that!” Nick ordered. The tall blond kid had him in a headlock. He struggled 
against the older kid’s grip but he was stuck tight. 


Meanwhile, the shorter African-American kid had opened Nick’s backpack and was just 
staring inside. 


‘What is it, Bryce?” asked the blond kid. 


Bryce pulled the tablet from the backpack. “It looks like something from the museum,” he 
said. “| kinda’ recognize it but I’m not sure.” 


The older bully gave Nick's head a squeeze. “You stole it?” he asked. “Cool.” 

“It's a fake,” Nick lied. “I made it for a class project.” 

“| don’t know, Eric.” Bryce brought it closer. “It’s really heavy.” 

Eric released Nick and shoved him to the ground. He held out a hand. “Let me see.” 


Nick scrambled to his feet and darted after Bryce. Startled, the boy hurled the tablet over 
Nick’s head toward Eric. The bully caught the tablet and examined it closely. “It looks real to 


mW 


me. 


“Give it back,” Nick ordered. He ran toward the bully and grasped for the tablet. The older 
kid merely spun around, putting his back to Nick. Nick tried to reach past him but Eric 
raised the priceless artifact above his head. 


“See the hieroglyphics on the tiles?” asked Bryce. “They’re Egyptian.” 


“Better than that,” said Eric. “They spin, too.” He twirled a couple of the tablet’s spinning 
tiles. “That's really weird.” 


‘You're going to break it,” said Nick. 
“Soe” said Eric. He laughed and shoved Nick to the ground. 
Nick felt helpless as he stared up at the laughing bully. 


What's wrong with me? Nick thought. He had experienced so many cool and crazy things 
since his dad started working at the museum. He had gone toe-to-toe with an evil wizard, 
for Pete’s sake. Now he couldn't handle a couple of kids? 


Nick’s stomach felt as if it were full of rocks and his palms began to sweat. He felt as if he 
had been transported all the way back to third grade. That was when Jake Winslow had 
relentlessly bullied him. That kid had made Nick's life miserable all year. One day the bully 
would knock Nick's books out of his hands. The next day he would pick a fight. It didn’t 
matter what Nick did, Jake was always on his case. Worst of all, Nick never got to stand up 
to Jake; the bully had moved away. Now Nick felt like he was nine all over again. 


“Look,” said Nick. His voice cracked but he tried to act cool. “You're in a lot of trouble,” he 
warned. “My dad's the night guard.” 


Eric laughed. “Yeah, right.” 


Nick got to his feet. “I’m serious. You're in big trouble for messing around with the 
dioramas.” Nick tightened his jaw to keep his voice from cracking further. “You might even 
go to jail.” 


Bryce’s eyes widened but the bully simply shook his head in disbelief. “Yeah, sure we will.” 


Finally, Nick did the only thing he could think of. He looked past them at the empty 
doorway to the diorama room. “Isn't that right, Dad?” 


Nick was already on the move as both kids glanced over their shoulders. He ran right for 
them snatching the tablet with one hand and grabbing his backpack with the other. The 
kids were too surprised to hold tight as Nick pushed between them. Before they could 
react, he was out the door and running down the corridor. He shoved the tablet into his 
backpack and poured on the speed. 


“Stupid punk!” Eric shouted behind him. He heard their sneakers slap the stone floor 
behind him. 


Nick had to lose them fast. He couldn't risk running into any of the museum employees. 
Sure, the adult would catch the kids and kick them out. But if the kids said anything about 
the tablet, he was sunk. Nick might even get kicked out of the museum, too—no matter 
who his dad was. 


Luckily, Nick Knew every inch of the museum. He could lose them in one of a hundred 
different ways. But because they were close, he didn’t have time to be fancy. He turned the 
first corner he came to and leaped into the first alcove he saw—the Neanderthal exhibit. 
The hairy cavemen were frozen in place as they huddled around a small pile of wood. They 
posed as if they were trying to discover fire. 


Nick backed against the border that framed the prehistoric tableau. Just as he was out of 
sight, the kids ran by. The corridor was empty before them and it wouldn't take them long 
to figure out that he ducked into a hiding place. But Nick didn’t need a lot of time. He 
hopped out of the exhibit and ran back the way he had come. As soon as he turned the 
corner, he heard footsteps behind him again. Luckily, they were much farther away now. 
Hopefully, he had bought himself the time he needed. 


Nick ran fast for his original destination—the north elevator. He almost slammed into the 
doors as he came to a stop, simultaneously pressing the elevator's call button. He hoped 
that the car was either on the same floor or just one above. Lucky for Nick, the doors slid 
open immediately. He pushed his way inside before they were completely open. 


Nick spun around and dropped the backpack. It was time for the tricky part. He had to hold 
down the basement button with one finger while entering the security code into the nearby 
keypad. After pressing the first two digits, he glanced up—stupidly. The kids were almost to 
the elevator. 


“Trapped like a rat,” taunted Eric. 


Nick punched the last two digits. Hopefully, he entered the correct code on the first try. He 
worried that by glancing up he had messed up the sequence. The doors didn't close. 


He must have entered the wrong code. Now, he really was trapped. 


Finally, the doors began sliding shut. They seemed to crawl toward each other as the kids 
ran closer. Nick picked up the backpack and backed away. There was nothing more he 


could do. Luckily, the doors shut just as the bully reached him. A loud thud sounded against 
the elevator doors. 


“Come on,” Nick heard Eric say through the closed doors. “He’s going down.” 


Nick didn’t know if the bully meant that the e/evator was going down or if he was merely 
threatening to take Nick down for making him look stupid. Either way, Nick was golden. 
There was no way the kids could access the basement level without a security code. Nick 
knew he was Safe. Yet, why were his palms still sweating? 


CHAPTER 4 


Nick cringed as he unzipped his backpack. He hoped beyond hope that the tablet wasn't 
damaged. He held his breath as he slowly pulled it out. After turning it over a couple times 
in his hands, he allowed himself to breathe once more. The tablet was fine. No chips, dings, 
or dents. The only things out of place were the tiles. Some were spun halfway around. Nick 
quickly turned them back so they all lay completely flat with the surface of the tablet. He 
knew from experience that if just one of the tiles was askew, the magic wouldn't work. The 
exhibits wouldn't come to life after sunset. 


Nick propped the tablet up on an old wooden desk that the staff used as a worktable. Then 
he proceeded to gather the materials that he and his father had been stashing all week. 
That was also part of the plan. His dad was going through the usual routine above while 
Nick was below getting ready. His dad would be busy locking up the reptiles, closing off the 
insect and arachnid wings, and making sure everyone was out of the museum. Meanwhile, 
Nick reached into various cabinets and retrieved carefully concealed chemical containers. 
He also pulled out a large plastic bucket and a red brick. 


Although the basement didn’t have any windows, Nick knew exactly when sunset occurred. 
Just like every evening, as the sun began to set, the tablet would begin to glow. The tablet 
was at its brightest when the sun was completely below the horizon. That's when all the 
exhibits in the museum would come to life. Nick watched as the tablet reached its peak of 
luminescence. Then its glow faded. 


As Nick continued gathering materials, his thoughts went back to the two kids. His stomach 
panged with regret. It was true; he had outsmarted them in the end. But he felt it wasn’t 
the most noble solution. Surely, some of his new friends at the museum would have stood 
up to similar foes. Nick couldn't picture Teddy Roosevelt or Attila the Hun running away 
from some bully. Then again, most foes wouldn't tower over them the way the one kid had 
towered over Nick. 


He sighed. That really wasn’t an excuse either. His friends from the diorama room never let 
their size keep them down. When many of the exhibits were trapped in the Smithsonian, 
Nick’s dad told him how little Octavius, the Roman centurion, had gone for help and had 
helped save the day. And Jedediah, the cowboy, never took lip from anybody, no matter 
how much bigger they were. 


In the end, Nick just felt stupid. He had ended up running away from a real-world problem 
when he had conquered so many magical ones. Maybe that was it. Maybe the real-world 
predicament was more of a threat because it was...real. Sure, he and his dad could have 
been injured or worse dozens of times during their time at the museum. That would have 
been real enough. But because he had faced so many over-the-top, magical challenges 
before, maybe they didn’t seem real. Either way, Nick's stomach was upset and he just 
felt...small. It was as if all of his achievements in the museum had never happened. The real 
world had invaded his magical sanctuary. 


Nick's thoughts on the unpleasant subject were interrupted when his dad entered. Larry 
Daley wore his dark blue night guard uniform. His flashlight hung on his hip like a cowboy’s 
six-shooter. 


“Everything set up, Nicky?” his father asked. 


“Just about,” Nick replied. He pulled open one of the desk drawers. He grabbed two pairs of 
rubber gloves from an open carton. 


“Great.” Larry took a pair and pulled them on. “Teddy is going to keep an eye on things 
while we do this.” 


It wasn't long before Nick and his dad not only wore the gloves but also aprons and safety 
glasses. They had begun opening the metal chemical cans when the basement door swung 
open. Father and son looked up in surprise. Luckily, it was just Joan of Arc. 


“Bonsoir, Monsieur Daley,” she said in her thick French accent. “Bonsoir, Nick.” 
“Hi, Joan,” said father and son in unison. 


Joan didn't look like one would expect the Joan of Arc to look like. She didn’t have a sword, 
shiny armor, or even short hair. Instead, she wore a plain dress with a simple white apron. 
Her long brown hair was pulled back under a dark neckerchief. She was also closer to Nick’s 
age and not eighteen, the age she was when she led French forces in the Hundred Years’ 
War. 


This Joan of Arc was part of the Destined for Greatness series commissioned by Dr. McPhee. 
The director hoped to inspire the museum's younger patrons by depicting historical 
characters when they were much younger. This Joan represented the twelve-year-old girl 
who was first inspired to aid the French forces—hence McPhee’s title. 


It had taken Joan a while to get used to the magical museum. Nick had a tough time getting 
her to lighten up and not be afraid of...everything. At first, she was very un-Joan of Arc-like. 
However, with Nick’s help and after their first adventure, she quickly gained courage. Plus, 
fending off a fire-breathing dragon during her first week was a nice confidence builder. 
Especially dealing with the fire part—understandably difficult for Joan of Arc. 


“What are you doing with the tablet?” she asked. Her French accent made her “the” sound 
like “zee.” 


While his dad finished getting everything ready, Nick explained their plan to make a copy of 
the tablet. 


“A buddy of mine works in special effects for the movies,” Larry explained. 


“All right, two questions...what are the movies?” asked Joan. “And what special effects do 
they have?” 


Nick opened his mouth to explain, then closed it again. He thought for a moment. How 
does one explain movies to a fifteenth-century farm girl? “Uh...it’s kind of a long story.” 


Larry shrugged. “You've talked about having a movie night,” he told his son. 


“Yeah,” said Nick. “But | haven't figured out which movie won't cause the Neanderthals to 
riot.” 


Joan frowned. “I don’t understand.” 


“That's okay,” said Larry. “The main thing is that my friend gave me materials to make a 
mold of the tablet.” 


Joan looked them up and down. Then she looked at the materials laid out upon the old 
desk. “Will this work?” 


“Oh, sure,” said Larry. “| mean. I’m pretty sure. Probably.” He pointed to a crumpled piece of 
paper on the desk. “He wrote down instructions.” 


“Probably?” asked Joan. “You're going to meddle with the very magical tablet that brings 
everyone to life? And you Say...probably?” 


“Ah,” said Larry. He grabbed the brick off the desk. “That's why we have this.” 
“A brick?” asked Joan. 
“For testing,” Nick explained. “We're going to test it on this brick first.” 


‘Yeah, we're going to make a mold of the brick for practice,” Larry explained. “If everything 
turns out all right, then we'll mold the tablet.” He pointed to Nick. “That's why | had Nick 
grab the tablet so early. | don’t know how long this will take so we might need all night.” 


Joan raised an eyebrow. “Do you mind if | watch?” 
“Not at all,” said Larry. 


Nick and his dad finished laying out the materials. Larry handed his son a small paintbrush 
and an open metal can. 


Larry read from the crumpled piece of paper. “Brush on a thin even coat.” 
Nick did as instructed. He carefully coated the brick with the thin clear liquid. 
“What is that?” asked Joan. 


“That's the release agent,” Larry replied. “That makes sure the brick won't stick inside the 
mold.” 


“Oh,” said Joan. “So it ... releases.” 
“Right,” said Larry. He carefully poured another chemical into a large measuring cup. 


Once Nick coated the brick, he placed it flat into the bucket. Meanwhile, his dad measured 
out another chemical and added it to the first. He mixed both in a plastic bowl while he 
read the instructions. “Stir vigorously for twenty seconds and then pour.” 


Nick smiled as he watched his dad quickly stir the mixture while glancing at his watch, 
trying not to spill anything. 


“Okay, here we go.” Larry poured what looked like pancake batter into the bucket. It 
completely covered the brick. 


Nick, Larry, and Joan leaned over the bucket. Nothing happened. 
“Is it supposed to look this way?” Joan asked. 
Larry looked closer. “I don't...know...” 


Suddenly the mixture level began to rise. The heads of the three spectators rose in unison 
as the liquid crept toward the top of the bucket. 


“Uh...Dad?” said Nick. “It’s not stopping.” 


The batter reached the lip of the bucket and then poured over the sides. For a moment, it 
didn't look as if it would stop. Then, just as a small pool formed around the base of the 
bucket, the expanding liquid slowed. Then it stopped completely. 


‘Was it supposed to do that?” Nick asked. 
Larry snatched the instructions from the desk. “I don’t know.” 


Nick reached down and poked the liquid; it was warm and hard. He pushed harder but the 
liquid was now a solid. It was a dense foam that made the bucket look like a sloppy root 
beer float. Only there was nothing floating in this bucket. He gave it a small knock. The 
entire bucket was now very solid and very dense. 


Joan leaned in. “When is it going to release the brick?” 
Nick sighed. “Dad, maybe you better...” 


“I'm calling Bob,” said Larry as he stripped off his rubber gloves. He dug the phone from his 
pocket and began dialing. 


Nick could feel Joan staring at him. “Don't say it.” 

“Say what?” she asked. 

Nick turned around and shook his head. “You know. Don't say / told you so.” 
“Is that what people say in these types of situations?” she asked. 


‘Yes, they do.” 


‘Well, it seems very appropriate,” she said. “Because | did tell you that you shouldn't do 
anything that might damage the tablet.” 


“That's why we were testing it first,” Nick argued. 


Meanwhile, Larry began raising his voice. “Yeah, Bob...It’s just that | have a bucket full of 
solid foam over here.” He paused for a moment. “Zombie heads? I’m not making zombie 
heads. Like | said, I’m casting a...uh...a precious family heirloom and...” 


‘Well, it looks as if your test failed, no?” Joan asked Nick. 
“No. | mean...yes,” Nick agreed. “But that’s how you learn.” 
“| still say you shouldn't do anything that might hurt the tablet,” said Joan. 


“Okay, Bob,” Larry continued. “Let me swing by tomorrow and pick up the correct...” Larry 
listened. “Columbia?” 


“First you got rid of the duck,” Joan continued. “And now you're going to trap the tablet 
inside a liquid rock.” 


Nick tried very hard to pay attention to both Joan and his dad. “We're not going to trap it 
anywhere. Wait a minute. What duck?” 


Larry snapped his phone shut. “All right, Nicky, change of plans. We're scrubbing the 
mission for tonight.” He scratched the back of his head. “Turns out that Bob gave me the 
wrong stuff.” 


“Obviously,” Nick agreed. 


Larry nodded. “And | would be able to go get the correct compound tomorrow, but Bob is 
leaving for a movie shoot first thing in the morning. In Colombia. He'll be gone for three 
months.” 


“People hunt these movies in this Colombia?” asked Joan. 
Nick held out a hand. “Really. Not now. Long story.” 
Joan opened her mouth to protest but Larry continued. 


“Now, | can pick up the stuff tonight but Bob’s place is across town so I'll be gone a while,” 
explained Larry. 


“That's okay, Dad,” said Nick. “I can take care of things while you're gone.” 
“You sure?” Larry asked. “It would be a big help.” 


Joan smiled. “The last time he was in charge the front of the museum was blown out. Other 
than that...” 


“Hey!” said Nick. “We put it back.” 


“All right,” said Larry as he pulled out his flashlight. “Keep the destruction to a minimum.” 
He held it out to Nick. “You're in charge until | get back.” 


Nick took the black flashlight with a little trepidation. Sure, it wasn’t the sword Excalibur or 
anything. But his father’s flashlight really symbolized the next best thing. It was the night 
guard's best friend. It meant that his father was putting a lot of trust in him. 


“| won't let you down, Dad,” Nick said. 
Larry tussled the boy's hair as he went for the door. “I know you won't, Nicky.” 


Nick and Joan watched as Larry left the basement. When the door shut behind him, Nick 
gave the flashlight a twirl. “Hear that. I’m large and in charge. I’m the man. I’m head 
honcho...” 


Nick lost control of the spinning cylinder and nearly dropped it. After fumbling a bit, he 
caught it with both hands. He carefully set it onto the desk. 


Joan stifled a laugh. 


“Thanks. Nice.” Nick said. Then he squinted and shook his head. “What were you talking 
about? A duck?” 


Joan pointed to the tablet. “The duck with the funny hat. It’s gone.” 
Nick looked at the tablet and then back at Joan. “Okay, I'm completely lost here.” 


Joan moved closer and pointed to the top corner tile of the tablet. “Right here. There used 
to be a duck with a funny hat. Or, at least, it looked like a duck.” She leaned in closer. “Some 
of the other pictures are different, too.” 


Nick finally got it. “Oh, the hieroglyphics.” He picked up the tablet and showed her the back. 
“See, the tiles rotate.” 


“There it is,” said Joan. 


Nick looked at the back of the tablet and, sure enough, the one tile had a picture of 
something that looked kind of like a duck...with a silly hat. 


Nick began to spin it back but stopped. 
“What's wrong?” asked Joan. 


“This may freeze you again when | spin it,” Nick explained. He quickly told her how, when 
the old night guards tried to steal the tablet, they left one of the tiles halfway rotated. That 
single, skewed tile kept the magic from bringing everyone to life. Of course, they had spun 
it before sunset. 


Joan took a deep breath. “Well, go ahead. I’m ready.” 
Nick gingerly spun the tile. When it was halfway rotated, he stopped and looked at Joan. 
“Still awake,” she said. 


“Good,” said Nick. He spun it all the way around. Then he held it up for her inspection. 
“Which other tiles look wrong to you?” 


Joan pointed out two others. One symbol Nick recognized as the eye of Ra, the Egyptian 
sun god. The other one looked like a couple of people standing by a fountain or something. 


Once the tiles were back in place, he propped the tablet back on the desk. 
“How did they get turned around?” Joan asked. 


“Uh...long story,” Nick replied. He really didn’t want to tell Joan of Arc how a couple of kids 
picked on him, let alone how they almost damaged the most important artifact in the 
museum. Instead, he changed the subject. “So, it was just those three tiles, then?” 


“| think so,” said Joan. “The duck, the eye, and the fountain.” She touched each tile as she 
listed them. 


After she pressed the last tile, the tablet glowed bright gold. 
“What is it doing?” she asked. 


“Uh...| don’t know,” Nick replied. He reached for the tablet just as Joan grabbed his arm. 


The tablet flashed a blinding light and then...all was dark. 


CHAPTER 5 


“Dude, for the last time. Move your knee!” Eric ordered. 


“Sorry,” whispered Bryce. He shifted and the pressure disappeared from Eric’s back. 


It had seemed like a good idea at the time. Hide inside an antique wardrobe. Wait for the 
museum to clear out. Sneak around and have some fun. And if that kid really was the night 
guard's son (and now Eric really hoped he was) and he hung around, then...bonus. They 
would be able to mess with him and the exhibits. 


Unfortunately, just as things began to quiet down and the boys were about to leave their 
hiding place, they heard movement again. Soon, it sounded just as busy as it was when the 
museum was open. Even more so. 


Eric had waited for things to quiet down again but it wasn’t happening. He heard voices, 
people moving around, and every now and then, the ground shook as if someone was 
moving furniture or something. There was no way they would be able to sneak around 
without someone catching them. 


Eric balanced his fear of being caught with the cramps he felt from hiding inside the 
wardrobe. He also felt Bryce’s knee migrating its way back to the fresh dent in his back. Eric 
chanced a look outside. He carefully pushed open one of the wardrobe doors and peered 
through. 


Eric and Bryce had hidden inside the textiles wing on the third floor. It seemed perfect 
because, as far as Eric was concerned, nobody wanted to look at a bunch of old clothes and 
tapestries. They would be perfectly safe from running into anyone. Unfortunately, because 
the area was so secluded, Eric could only see activity through the wing's entrance. At first 
he saw a couple of Eskimos walk by. Then a guy in a full suit of armor clanked by in the 
opposite direction. 


Eric pulled the door shut. “That's really weird.” 


‘What is it?” asked Bryce. 


“| think they're having a costume party or something.” He cracked open the door again. This 
time, he saw another knight, a Native American, and some guy dressed in a toga. 


Eric opened the door wider and looked at the surrounding exhibits. Several types of 
clothing from all kinds of time periods were on display around him. 


“How are we going to sneak out during a party?” asked Bryce in a trembling voice. 


‘We're not sneaking out,” Eric replied. He turned to Bryce and smiled. “We're joining the 
party.” 


Ten minutes later, Eric and Bryce were out of their hiding place and in plain sight. However, 
thanks to Eric's quick thinking, they were still undercover. Both boys could now join the 
party completely unnoticed. When they stepped out of the textiles wing, they did so 
wearing black shoes with large silver buckles. They wore thick black trousers and jackets. 
They also wore largebrimmed hats with matching buckles on the hatbands. Both boys were 
dressed as Pilgrims. They tentatively walked down the large corridor. 


‘What if there are no other kids at the party?” asked Bryce. 
“Just be cool,” Eric ordered. “If anyone asks we just say we're with our parents.” 


As the boys joined the crowd, they saw women dressed in everything from simple native 
grass skirts to large flowing gowns. The men also wore a wide range of weird clothes—from 
simple leggings and long coats to various weapons and armor. Every period in history 
seemed to be represented. Even prehistory, for that matter. Three men made up to look 
like cavemen grunted at them as they passed. 


“The cavemen are staying in character,” Eric muttered. 
“Those are Neanderthals,” Bryce whispered. 
Eric rolled his eyes. “Whatever, nerd.” 


When they reached the intersection of two wide corridors, they nearly bumped into the 
back of a statue—or someone dressed like a statue. He looked like one of those street 
performers who paint themselves up like a statue and then stay completely still. Except this 
guy blew all those street performers out of the water. He wasn't made up to look like stone. 


Instead, he looked like a real bronze statue. Eric couldn't help himself. He reached out and 
touched the back of the man’s costume. To his surprise, it felt like solid metal. 


The man spun around. “Si? Che cosa vuoi?” 
Eric didn’t understand. “Uh...nice costume.” 


The man shrugged and walked away. He even sounded as if he were made of metal as his 
feet clanked on the stone floor. 


“That was Columbus,” said Bryce. 
“Good for him,” said Eric. 


As they turned down the next hallway, they saw an astronaut wearing a full space suit and 
a group of Vikings. They had realistic swords and shields and everything. The people at this 
party certainly went for authenticity. Luckily, the boys’ costumes were working. No one 
seemed to notice them as they moved about. 


Bryce gazed around with a dumb grin on his face. “So cool.” 
“Shut up.” Eric whispered, nudging Bryce with his elbow. “Just keep an eye out for that kid.” 


As they traveled farther, Bryce tugged on Eric's sleeve. “Uh...where are all the exhibits?” he 
asked. 


Empty alcoves lined the long corridor. Each was built into the wall and had a sign labeling 
its display along with a few paragraphs of information. Some of the signs even had photos 
and illustrations. What the alcoves didn’t have were exhibits. The mannequins that were 
usually there were gone. 


Before Eric could put any more thoughts behind the question, he was distracted by a 
ruckus at the end of the corridor. Two gazelles, rea/ gazelles, bounded into view. They 
seemed to be playing as they ran. Eric and Bryce hugged the wall as they ran by, their sharp 
horns clacking together as they sparred. 


“Uh...Eric?” asked Bryce. 
Eric still watched the gazelles running and playing. “Yeah, | see them.” 


“Eric?” 


Eric turned to be face-to-beak with an ostrich. The huge bird stood in front of the two boys. 
Its long neck craned as it moved its head from one to the other. Its large beak was mere 
inches from their noses. 


“Uh...nice birdie,” said Bryce. The ostrich tilted its head as if trying to understand him. Then 
it looked them up and down again. 


“What's with the animals?” asked Eric. 


The ostrich backed up a step. It looked as if it was going to let them pass. Then it stood 
straight and its long neck began to swell. The bird’s neck pulsed as it made a booming 
sound. 


Whoomf. Whoomf. Whooooo00000000mMf. 
“That's an ostrich warning call,” said Bryce. 
Eric shook his head. “You're such a dork.” 


“No, really. See?” Bryce pointed to the end of the hallway. Two more ostriches appeared. 
They tilted their heads, then began to run toward the boys. 


Eric didn’t wait to see what they did next. He bolted down the hallway. He didn’t wait for 
Bryce either. He just heard the kid’s shoes clacking against the floor behind him. 


The boys made it to the back stairs and ran down to the second floor. The sound of 
squawking and the patter of six large bird feet followed them. Eric ran toward the railing 
overlooking the museum's main entry hall. His mind was racing, trying to make sense of 
what was happening. Unfortunately, what he saw over the railing didn’t help. 


Below them, more historical figures strolled about. There were African tribespeople, Asian 
warriors, and more moving statues. Eric even saw what looked like Teddy Roosevelt and a 
Native American woman riding a horse together. There were more animals, too—zebras, 
water buffalo, and an elephant. 


Bryce leaned over the railing and pointed. “I know that one. That's Attila the Hun. And that’s 
a Chinese terracotta warrior. And that’s a Peruvian native woman. And...whoah! Look at the 
T-Rex skeleton! It’s... moving!” 


Everyone dressed as historical characters was odd enough. Having the animals at the party 
was plain crazy. But what really blew Eric’s mind was the giant tyrannosaurus rex skeleton 


that casually strolled through the crowd like it was no big deal. Eric had seen tons of 
animatronics before but this walking, rattling dinosaur skeleton with no visible wires or 
cords was by far the best. It was animatronic...right? But if all the exhibits are missing and 
the party guests are walking around...and the T-Rex skeleton was an exhibit...and now it’s 
walking around... 


Eric threw up his hands. “What the heck is going on?” He asked no one in particular. 


Behind them, the ostriches rumbled down the stairs. When they neared the bottom, the 
first one tripped and the others crashed into it. The three big birds tumbled the rest of the 
way in a blur of bushy feathers and tangled legs and necks. 


This time, Bryce took the lead. He took off along the railing, running down the open 
walkway. 


“Hey!” said Eric as he ran to catch up. 
‘We gotta get out of here,” said Bryce. “Do you know how hard an ostrich can kick?” 


“No,” replied Eric. “And why do you?” He grabbed Bryce by the back of the collar as he was 
about to turn down the main stairwell. “Not that way. There are too many...people down 
there.” Eric passed Bryce and continued down the open corridor. “There has to be a fire exit 
or something.” 


Just before he turned down another corridor, he chanced a look over his shoulder. The 
ostriches were on their feet and gaining. Many of the wandering people (could they actually 
be the exhibits?) were beginning to notice the commotion. 


“We have to lose those birds,” Eric said. 


He darted toward a nearby exhibit hall. This one was sealed by two large sliding doors. Eric 
hoped that it wasn’t locked and was relieved when he was able to thumb open the latch. He 
pulled the doors apart just wide enough for them to squeeze through. The boys ducked 
inside and Eric slid the doors shut. He latched them together from the inside. 


He tried to peer between the two doors but they were shut airtight. Instead, he placed his 
ear to the door. He listened as the ostriches’ footsteps grew louder. 


Eric tried, again, to make sense of what was going on. So, all the museum exhibits are alive? 
Animals, fossils, statues, and mannequins? How was that possible? And nobody knows 


about this? He wondered what people would think when he tells them. Would anybody 
even believe him? Will he even get out alive to tell anyone? 


“Eric,” Bryce whispered. 


Eric shushed him. The sounds of the ostriches were just outside the door. Eric held his 
breath. 


“Eric,” the boy whispered again. He tapped Eric on the shoulder. 


Eric shrugged off the boy’s hand. The ostriches were moving past the doors. They didn't 
even slow down. He listened as their footsteps faded away. 


“Eric!” Bryce shouted. 
Eric cringed. What if the birds heard them? He rounded on Bryce. “What?” 


Bryce wasn't looking at him. Instead, he was looking into the large exhibit hall. Eric gasped 
when he saw what Bryce had been trying to show him. The entire hall was crawling with 
bugs. Different kinds of beetles, centipedes, ants, millipedes, and scorpions all crawled out 
of and all over the display cases. The air buzzed with every kind of fly, bee, moth, butterfly, 
and wasp imaginable. And there were the spiders. Small ones dangled from webs strung 
from the ceiling while multisized ones scurried and hopped over everything else. The air 
was alive with the sounds of buzzing and skittering. Above it all was a large sign that read: 
Hall of Insects and Arachnids. 


Eric couldn't move. He tried to speak but only an awkward squeak came out. At the sound 
of this, all of the creepy crawlies suddenly stopped. Then, as if choreographed, all of them 
skittered straight for the boys. They crawled, buzzed, marched, and scurried right for them. 


Eric and Bryce were still frozen with fright. In fact, the only thing that spurred Eric to action 
was the hairy tarantula he noticed crawling up his leg. 


The boys screamed. 


Eric brushed off the large spider and spun for the doors. His shaking hands fumbled with 
the latch. Finally, just as the insects and arachnids closed in, he slid opened the doors. 
Pushing Bryce aside, Eric burst from the hall. Bryce was close behind him. The insects and 
arachnids poured out behind them. 


CHAPTER 6 


Nick slowly swam to consciousness. As his head cleared, he was aware that he was lying 
down. Lying on something soft. He opened his eyes and then immediately squinted them 
against bright fluorescent bulbs above. He recognized the ceiling and then he remembered. 
He was in the museum's basement. 


Nick tried to rise but something fought him. Whatever bed he was in wasn't very firm and 
he had difficulty propping himself up. The whole thing felt very strange. In fact, it felt as if 
he was stretched across several sheets of thick rubber. Nick didn’t remember any kind of 
pile of rubber tarps or anything similar in the basement. After struggling some more, he 
finally rolled off the edge and landed on a stack of thin wood. He then proceeded to trip 
over the stack and stumble to the hard metal floor. 


A metal floor? Nick thought. The basement floor is cement. 
“Are you finished playing around?” asked Joan. She leaned against a nearby wall. 


Nick took in their surroundings and discovered that he and Joan were in a very small room. 
The room had no ceiling and appeared to be in the basement somewhere. Then, as Nick 
stared up, he saw something that made his head hurt. He saw the top of the golden tablet, 
just jutting into view. It looked enormous. From his angle, it looked as if he was... 


Nick shook his head and looked at the small room again. His bed of rubber tarps was 
actually a giant box of rubber gloves. The stack of thin sheets of plywood was a stack of 
notepaper. 


“We're inside the desk drawer?” he asked. 


“We're inside the desk drawer,” she confirmed. 


“But how did we...” Nick began and then answered his own question. “The tablet.” 
“The tablet,” agreed Joan. 


Nick knew the tablet was powerful. After all, it not only had the power to bring all the 
exhibits in their museum to life but also those in the enormous Smithsonian. And, 
according to his dad, Ankmenrah’s evil brother even used it as the key to the underworld. 
But Nick found it inconceivable that it had the power to...shrink them. 


He peered up at the tablet. “You must've keyed in some special sequence when you 
pressed the tiles.” 


‘You didn't tell me it would do that,” Joan protested. “Or | never would have touched it.” 
“You think | knew it would shrink us?” Nick asked. “You think | was like...ha-ha! This would 
be a fun trick to play on Joan. She'll never see this coming. Shrink us down and stick us ina 
drawer.” He glanced around. “With no possible way out.” 


Joan clenched her jaw. “Well, | didn’t know.” 


Nick cringed. He didn’t mean to sound accusatory. Joan had come so far in the past couple 
of weeks. The magic of the museum was still new to her and Nick had worked hard to build 
her self-confidence. Sure, he hadn't been thrilled when his dad first assigned him to 
introduce her to the museum's inhabitants. 


But over time, as Joan grew used to her new environment, she fit right in. She even lived up 
to her future self's reputation when she showed amazing courage during their first 
adventure. Going through such an event brought them closer together. In fact, she and 
Nick were fast becoming good friends. He supposed he had grown too comfortable with 
her friendship and had taken it for granted. 


Nick sighed. “Look. I’m sorry. Let’s...let’s just find a way up there, all right? Maybe if we key 
in the sequence in reverse it will make us big again.” 


“Fine,” Joan agreed. 


The two kids passed each other as they paced the length of their prison cell. They inspected 
the drawer’s contents as well as its construction. Its sides were smooth with nothing to 
serve as any kind of foothold. The drawer was also too deep to climb out of even if Nick 
hoisted Joan onto his shoulders. 


Nick put his hands on his hips. “Okay, so there’s absolutely no way out of here.” 


“| thought of an idea,” said Joan. She pointed up to a large black object protruding just over 
the edge of the desk. At first Nick didn’t realize what it was. He wasn't used to this unique 
perspective on things. Then it came to him. It was the end of the flashlight. It was 
positioned in such a way that it could roll off the edge of the desk—and into the drawer. 


Nick shrugged. “Well, if it lands just right, leaning against the side of the drawer so we can 
use it to climb out and if it doesn’t crush us in the process, it sounds like a great plan.” 


“Do you have a better idea?” asked Joan. 
Nick shrugged. “Not really.” 


He began jumping up and down. Joan joined him. Neither one of them could have been 
more than three inches tall so the drawer didn’t shake much under their weight. Only when 
they jumped in unison did the flashlight begin to jostle. 


Suddenly, Nick heard the basement door open. 


“Lawrence? Nicholas?” asked a voice. It was Teddy Roosevelt. “Come quick! Someone 
opened the insect and arachnid wing,” he said with some alarm. “The museum is swarming 
with all kinds of bugs and spiders.” 


When the mannequin of the twenty-sixth president came into view, Nick stopped jumping. 
“Mr. President!” he shouted, waving his arms. 


Teddy didn’t seem to hear over his own shouting. “Hello? Anyone?” He flicked at something 
just over his left shoulder. As the man turned, Nick spotted a huge green praying mantis 
clinging to the mannequin’s back. 


Nick was about to shout again when the giant former president bumped the desk. Their 
world trembled like they were in an earthquake. Nick and Joan were knocked off their feet. 


‘We have to get his attention,” said Joan. 


Nick scrambled to his feet. “I’m trying.” He opened his mouth to shout again but noticed 
that the end of the giant flashlight was rolling out over the edge. The long black cylinder 
extended away from the desk and then angled downward. Something hit Nick hard. It was 
Joan. She tackled him, knocking him out from under the falling flashlight. Both kids landed 
in the soft box of rubber gloves. The flashlight slammed into the drawer, barely missing 
them. 


After the new tremor subsided, Nick and Joan climbed out of the gloves. 
“Thanks,” Nick said. Then his eyes widened. “Teddy!” 


Nick cupped his hands around his mouth. “Mr. President!” he shouted. The only reply was 
the slamming sound of the basement door. 


“Come on,” said Joan. She was already halfway up the flashlight. It had fallen just right, 
propped against the wall of the drawer. 


Nick followed her up. The texture on the flashlight’s grip was easy for their tiny hands to 
grab onto. It was like climbing up a leaning tree with hard grooved bark. 


Fip-p-p-p-p-p-p-p-p-p-p-p! 
Something buzzed overhead. “Did you hear that?” asked Joan. 


“| did.” Nick scanned the room above but he didn’t see anything. He resumed climbing. 
“Come on. We have to get to the tablet quick.” 


Joan pushed upward, reaching the top of the drawer. She sat on the edge and extended a 
hand to Nick. He grabbed it and she helped steady him as he made it the rest of the way 

up. He crouched on the drawer beside her. To get to the tablet, they would have to move 
along the drawer’s thin edge toward the desk. 


“How is your balance?” Nick asked. 
‘We'll see,” said Joan as she got to her feet. 


She extended both arms and slowly moved along the edge. When she was far enough 
away, Nick followed. As it turned out, it wasn’t as difficult as he thought. He was already 
halfway there and Joan was almost at the desk. 


Fip-p-p-p-p-p-p-p-p-p-p-p! 
A giant praying mantis fluttered into view. 


It landed on the desk in front of them. It was the one from Teddy's back. The former 
president left but the huge insect had stayed behind—to hunt. 


CHAPTER 7 


Nick didn’t know from what part of the world the insect came, but it was huge by any bug 
standards. Bigger than an adult's hand, the creature was long and green with thin wings 
that tucked close to its back after it landed. Its two front legs ended with jagged claws, the 
shape of inverted Vs. 


Nick waved his arms about, trying to keep his balance. “Uh...hi,” he said. “I’m Nick and this is 
Joan. Do you mind stepping aside so we can get to the tablet?” 


Joan risked looking over her shoulder. “Honestly?” She gave Nick a puzzled look. “You're 
talking to it?” 


“Hey, the animal exhibits understand us,” said Nick. “Why not the insects?” He turned his 
attention back to the praying mantis. “Do you know Larry Daley, the night guard? I’m his 
son. I’m...uh...’m usually much taller.” 


The insect cocked its triangular head. Its sharp mandibles clicked as it tried to understand. 
Then it shuffled forward and snapped one of its long claws. 


“| don’t think it works with insects,” said Joan. 


The mantis made another clicking sound before hopping closer. Then it struck. One of its 
claws was a green blur as it shot toward Joan. It grabbed her across the waist and jerked 
her off her feet. 


Joan screamed. She beat the claw with her fists. It had no effect. The insect pulled her 
closer, as if examining her. Joan kicked at the creature as it dangled her over the edge of 
the drawer. Its head tilted and its sharp mandibles slowly opened and shut. 


Nick's heart raced. It looked as if the insect was going to eat her. From what he learned in 
biology class, the praying mantis was an efficient hunter. It could chomp down on her as 
fast as it had snatched her up. He had to do something. 


Barely keeping his balance, Nick shuffled forward. “Drop her right now!” 
Joan looked at the floor far below. “A different choice of words, perhaps,” she shouted. 
“Uh...right,” Nick replied. 


Then the praying mantis skittered backward, onto the desk. Nick ran after it, but the insect 
tilted its head toward him and hissed. It swiped at him with its free claw, as if it were 
defending its dinner from another predator. Nick barely ducked out of the way in time. He 
felt wind on the back of his neck as the jagged appendage whipped by. 


Nick spotted a thin finishing nail atop the desk. He dove for it just as the insect attacked 
again. The creature's sharp claw stabbed the spot where he had been standing. Nick 
scooped up the nail as he tumbled across the desk. He scrambled to his feet and raised the 
nail above his head. Just in time. The nail deflected yet another attack. The cold metal 
vibrated in his hands but he held tight. Wielding the nail like a sword, Nick jabbed at the 
insect with the sharp point. Now it was the mantis’s turn to parry the attack. 


“See if you can get loose while | keep it busy,” Nick suggested. 


Joan grunted as she strained to pry herself free. “It’s too strong,” she shouted. The claw 
tightened and she groaned in pain. 


Nick became enraged. He raised his weapon to strike another blow. “Let her go, now!” 


The insect chirped something before skittering backward. As Nick gave chase, it squatted 
and then leaped into the air. Its wings extended and began to flutter in a blur. The insect 

rose and rotated like a helicopter taking off. It hovered for a moment before floating over 
Nick’s head, heading away from the desk. 


“Nick!” Joan shouted. 


“No!” Nick shouted. He dropped the nail and took off after it. He darted across the desk and 
didn't even slow as he reached the thin edge of the open drawer. Huffing, he sprinted down 
the thin ridge. Picking up speed, the insect passed over the drawer and then out over the 
open basement floor. Nick pushed himself to run faster. Just as he ran out of footing, he 
grunted as he pushed off the drawer’s front. 


Nick’s arms and legs flailed as he arced through empty space. Just as his momentum began 
to carry him downward, he stretched out one arm. Luckily, he barely caught one of the 
insect’s hind legs. The mantis’s exoskeleton was so hard and smooth that he almost lost his 


grip. Luckily, he swung his other hand up and held tight. With the extra weight, the flying 
insect plummeted. 


The ground rushed up to them. The insect’s wings beat faster and slowed their descent. 
Soon, the bug rose once more. The praying mantis kicked its leg and Nick’s body whipped 
around like the tail on a kite. But he held fast. 


The insect flew them toward the basement ceiling and zeroed in on an old air duct. The 
vent cover was slightly askew and they flew inside. Then they were swallowed by darkness. 


Nick felt the rush of the cool air as they traveled through the dark ventilation system. His 
body slammed against thin metal as the flying insect bounded off the vent walls. He 
couldn't see Joan but knew she was still there by the grunts and groans he heard after 
every impact. Nick heard similar sounds coming from his own mouth. He became 
disoriented as they flew up, left, right, and up again. He gritted his teeth and held on to the 
insect’s leg. Finally, he reached up with one hand and began pulling himself up, closer to 
Joan. 


The dark tunnel brightened as they passed several vents. Nick could make out flashes of 
the museum below. He couldn't tell what floor they flew over but they were definitely out of 
the basement level. 


“How can we stop this creature?” Joan asked. 
‘You're asking me?” asked Nick. 


The insect clicked in irritation as it tried to kick Nick off again. He lost his grip and slid down 
the spiny leg. He caught hold of the end of the leg and tightened his grasp. He was back 
where he started. 


As they passed another vent, he saw Joan struggling harder. With the mantis still kicking, 
Nick’s body swung wildly. Soon, the two unwilling passengers threw the insect off course. It 
slammed into the top of the vent, veered right, and smacked into the side. Nick and Joan 
were finally thrown free. Along with the praying mantis, they tumbled down to the floor of 
the ventilation duct. Nick and Joan rolled to a stop atop a vent. The giant insect toppled 
past them and disappeared into the darkness. 


“Are you Okay?” Nick asked. 


Joan got to her feet. “I think so.” She stepped carefully on the vent below. They were so 
small that their feet could slip right through one of the long open slits. “Where are we?” 


Nick crouched and peered through the vent below. He saw fake trees and a bunch of 
animals moving around. “African mammals,” he replied. “Wow. All the way on the second 
floor.” 


Tik-tik-tik-tik-tik-tik-tik-tik-tik-tik.... 
The sound echoed through the vent. The praying mantis was returning. 


Nick got to his feet and glanced toward the opposite end of the vent. It was just as dark. 
But at least it didn’t have a giant praying mantis on that end. 


Nick grabbed Joan’s hand. “Come on.” 


Joan held firm. “Where?” she pulled him back. “We cannot outrun that creature. There must 
be a better way.” 


Tik-tik-tik-tik-tik-tik-tik-tik-tik-tik... 
The clattering was getting closer. 
“Now?” Nick asked. “You want to discuss this now?” 


Nick looked over Joan’s shoulder. The huge insect scurried into view. It raised its two 
inverted claws and opened them. 


“How about ducking?” he asked, pulling her down just as the insect made another grab for 
her. They both slammed against the vent below. The vent shifted beneath them. 


“Uh, did you just feel...” Joan began. 
“Yes,” Nick replied. “Yes, | did.” 


He tried to pull Joan to the side just as the insect stepped out onto the vent cover with 
them. That’s when it fell out from under them. 


Suddenly, they were falling. The praying mantis spread its wings and hovered in midair. Not 
having the luxury of wings, Nick and Joan continued to plummet toward the marble floor 
below. What may have been a mere ten- or twelve-foot fall was now a twentyor thirty-story 
fall. 


Smak! 

Nick hit something soft. 
Smak-smak! 

He hit something else soft. 


Nick and Joan toppled through one of the fake trees in the African mammals wing. They 
smacked against large plastic leaves and branches. Luckily, tumbling through the tree limbs 
slowed them down. By the time they hit the floor, it felt as if they had fallen only a few feet. 
Nick sat up and gazed around the large room. It seemed very odd from his new 
perspective. It was also very dark. The ceiling lights were clogged with hundreds of different 
moths. Enormous zebras, lions, and wildebeests traipsed wildly about. Many shook their 
heads as they warded off buzzing insects. In fact, the air was thick with all kinds of buzzing 
and fluttering bugs. Nick was glad he and Joan were near the fake trees and out of the 
animals’ path. He didn’t want to be squished before they had a chance to return to normal 
size. 


Someone grabbed Nick's arm and helped him to his feet. “Thanks,” he said. He turned 
around expecting to see Joan. Instead, he saw a huge army ant. To Nick's perspective, it was 
the size of a Great Dane. It looked ominous in the flickering light. 


“Whoah!” He jumped back in surprise. The jagged mandibles on either side of its mouth 
looked particularly menacing. They made the praying mantis look like a kitten. 


“It's okay,” Said Joan. “They seem to be... friendly.” She was stroking another ant on the back 
of its head. Oddly enough, it shuffled its feet in delight. “It reminds me of the yearlings on 
our farm.” 


“Uh...yeah,” said Nick. “That yearling can lift twenty times its own weight.” 


Nick looked down at his ant. It gazed up at him expectantly. Nick could almost swear that 
the ant’s thorax seemed to wag a bit. Nick stroked the course hair on the ant’'s head. It 
nuzzled against him. 


Nick walked over to Joan and the ant followed him. “Are you okay?” he asked. He rubbed his 
stiff shoulder. 


“| think so,” Joan replied. She glanced around. “I’m just...frigntened.” 


“Yeah,” Nick agreed. “Me too.” 


He could only imagine how Joan felt. He had first met her as a simple farm girl caught in the 
middle of a magical situation. Yet, she quickly grew to accept, enjoy, and even thrive in her 
new environment. But with their new situation, there were no rules. Anything could 
happen. He supposed her newfound confidence had been shrunk to almost nothing, just 
like them. 


Actually, Nick knew exactly how Joan felt. He, too, was once confident making his way 
around all the living exhibits in the museum. With his new size, however, he faced dangers 
he had never imagined before. Once-harmless exhibits were now major threats. Worst of 
all, none of his friends knew what happened. He was all alone—except for Joan. 


Joan took a deep breath, exhaled, and put her hands on her hips. “So, what do we do now, 
Monsieur large-and-in-charge?” 


Nick shook his head. The reality was that he had no idea. Before he could respond, he felt a 
nudge against his leg. It was the ant. 


“Okay...hi,” he said. He patted its head again. 


Nick stopped petting it and the ant nudged him again. Much harder this time. “Hey!” Nick 
had to take a couple of steps to regain his balance. 


‘What do they want?” asked Joan. She had an ant nudging her along, too. 
Nick saw where they were heading. “I think they want us to step in line.” 


Ahead of them, a long line of ants marched across the floor. As the kids approached, two 
gaps formed in the line. The ants nudged them into the gaps and fell into step behind 
them. Nick and Joan walked along as part of the parade of ants. 


“Do you know where we are going?” asked Joan. 


The procession in front of them disappeared into the darkness. “No idea,” he replied. “But 
I'm not complaining. At least | have a chance to think for a minute.” 


Suddenly, the ground shook and the row of ants in front of them vanished in a blur. 
Another blur and the ants behind them were swept away, as well. 


“Thinking time’s over,” Nick shouted. “Run!” 


He and Joan took off toward the fake tree line. As they neared the cover of a phony ficus, 
something slammed into Nick's back. It threw him forward and he slid across the floor. Joan 
slid along next to him. The same thing had struck her. Then they were jerked backward. 
Nick's hands squeaked as he tried to grab the marble floor. It was no use. Something had 


them. 


CHAPTER 8 


Eric and Bryce rounded the corner and crouched beside a tall stone carving. Bryce pointed 
up to the statue. “This is a giant...” he began. 


Eric covered the younger boy's mouth and shushed him. Won’ this kid just shut up for five 
minutes, he thought. 


They had to be quiet. They had to hide from their latest pursuer. What this animal didn’t 
have in speed it made up for in perseverance. Eric held his breath as he heard it approach. 


Shh-plop! Shh-plop! Shh-plop! Shh-plop! 


Both boys tensed as it began to pass. The huge walrus was bigger than a large horse. 
Granted, it would have to be a large horse with no legs, sliding along the museum floor, but 
a horse nonetheless. 


Shh-plop! Shh-plop! 
The big beast peered around, its long tusks gleaming under the museum fluorescents. 


The two boys had tried to escape the museum by cutting through the ocean life wing. One 
look at all the whales, sharks, and dolphins swimming through the air made them turn 
around fast. Unfortunately, they had quite a large tagalong ever since. 


Shh-plop! Shh-plop! Shh-plop! Shh-plop! 


When the walrus turned the corner, Eric finally exhaled. He pulled his hand away from 
Bryce’s mouth. He immediately wished he hadn't. 


“A walrus can weigh up to three thousand pounds!” Bryce reported. 


“| don’t care,” said Eric. 
“You should care,” said a booming voice. “You don’t want to be a dum-dum, Dum-dum.” 


The boys sprung away from the wall as if it were electrified. The stone statue they had been 
hiding behind peered down at them with stone eyes set under a thick brow. The stone 
rumbled as its mouth formed a smile. 


Bryce pointed at it. “It's a Moai,” he said. “One of the Easter Island statues.” 


The Moai's eyes turned to Bryce. “This one not so dum-dum,” boomed the statue. Then he 
cut his eyes to Eric. “Dum-dum.” 


Eric slowly backed away. He felt as if he were going crazy. None of it made any sense. At 
least the animals made more sense, in a strange way. Certainly more sense than some 
talking stone head. 


The floor vibrated beneath his feet. He was so fixated on the Easter Island head that he 
didn’t notice at first. When the vibrations became harder, that got his attention. He looked 
to his left to see a giant wooly mammoth stampeding their way. The huge beast used its 
long trunk to swat at several wasps buzzing around its head. Fixated on the stinging 
insects, the mammoth wasn't watching where it was heading. It was heading right for Eric 
and Bryce. 


Suddenly, a Native American woman dashed out of a nearby exhibit hall. She cut in front of 
the mammoth and ran for the boys. With eerie skill, she snatched them up just before the 
creature would have run them over. She pulled them into an alcove and the mammoth 
thundered past. It trumpeted in frustration as it kept swiping at the wasps. 


“Are you all right?” asked the woman. 

Bryce pointed at her. “You're Sacajawea.” 

The woman smiled. “Yes, and you are?” 

Bryce happily made the introductions. “I’m Bryce and this is Eric.” 


She glanced down at their stolen Pilgrim clothes. “You must be new exhibits, then?” she 
asked. 


“Yes,” Eric chimed in. “We’re...uh... new.” 


‘What's going on?” asked Bryce. 


“| know this must come as a shock,” said Sacajawea. “I know it took me some time to get 
used to. But everything in the museum, all of us, come to life each night.” She went on to 
explain how some Egyptian pharaoh has this magical tablet that does it all. 


“A gold tablet?” asked Bryce. 
“Yes?” she replied. “Have you seen it?” 
Bryce opened his mouth to reply but Eric elbowed his ribs. “We've heard of it,” Eric lied. 


‘Well, | must admit that most nights aren't as...eventful as they are this evening,” said 
Sacajawea. “But someone left the insect wing open and we appear to be without our usual 
night guard to help restore order.” 


“Does he have a son?” asked Eric. 


“He does,” she replied. “But no one has seen him either.” She glanced around. “If you're 
both all right, | have to go.” She stood and stepped out of the alcove. “We have to do 
something to get these insects under control.” She began to run down the corridor. “Try to 
stay safe,” she yelled back to them. 


“Everything comes to life, huh?” Eric asked no one in particular. 
‘Yeah! That is so cool.” Bryce beamed. 
Eric didn’t answer. Instead, he grabbed Bryce by the shoulder. “Come on.” 


“Do we really have to leave now?” asked Bryce. The two boys carefully made their way down 
the corridor. They were careful about staying out of the way of running exhibits. 


“Not just yet,” Eric answered. “We have to make one stop before we go.” 


CHAPTER 9 


Nick's legs kicked in midair as he struggled to break free. It felt as if his entire back was 
stuck to a giant strip of duct tape. He and Joan were hoisted high into the air. Once again, 
Nick felt disoriented as they were whipped back and forth. 


‘What's...happening...to...us?” Joan asked. 
“Can't...tell,” he replied to the blur that was Joan. 


Nick twisted inside his shirt and looked over his shoulder. He saw that they were stuck to a 
long thin tongue. That tongue was being sucked toward a long thin snout. The snout was 
part of a long thin face. 


As they neared the giant mouth, Nick cupped his hands around his own mouth. “Andy!” 
Nick shouted. 


“Who....is...Andy?” Joan asked. 


Nick didn’t have time to explain. They continued traveling toward the creature’s mouth. 
Nick tried to beat a fist on the animal's tongue. His arm became stuck like a fly on flypaper. 


SLRRRRRRRRRRRRR... 


The sound from the beast’s mouth grew louder as they approached. Nick would be the first 
to disappear into the animal's maw, then Joan. Just as he was about to get sucked in, Nick 
reached out with his free hand. He caught the lip of the slender mouth and pushed as hard 
as he could. It was difficult to grip the slippery orifice, but he kept them from going in. The 
muscles in his arms burned as he struggled against the beast. Nick hoped that the animal 
wasn't used to food that fought back. Hopefully, it would be just long enough to distract it. 


Nick took a deep breath. “ANDY!” he shouted as loud as he could. 


Suddenly, the pressure released from his arm. The animal quit sucking them in. Instead, 
the long tongue pushed out of the mouth. Nick and Joan slowly rose into the air until they 
were eye level with...a large eye. The giant anteater blinked. 


“Hi, Andy. It’s Nick,” he said. “Would you put us down, please?” 


The anteater gently lowered them. When they neared the floor, they fell free from the 
sticky tongue. Andy slurped it into his mouth like someone sucking in a long strand of 
spaghetti. Almost alien-like in appearance, the anteater had a long tubular face. It seemed 
like an elephant's trunk with eyes. He was covered with long gray hair with a black stripe 
running down each side of his body. A long bushy tail jutted behind him and swept the 
floor. 


“Thanks, Andy!” Nick shouted. 

Joan straightened her apron. “Andy? Andy the anteater?” 

“| know,” Nick replied. “It’s kinda corny. But hey, my dad named him.” 

As the anteater began walking away, Nick got an idea. “Hey, Andy! Will you do me a favor?” 
The huge creature halted and turned its long head back to them. 


‘Will you suck up all the ants and return them to the insect wing?” asked Nick. “And any 
other bug you come across for that matter.” 


Andy wagged his bushy tail and spun around. He began lapping up insects with his 
snakelike tongue. 


‘You're having him eat them?” asked Joan. 

“It's okay. Anteaters don't have teeth,” he explained. When Joan frowned, he continued. 
“Hey, when you spend every night in a museum, you're bound to pick up some useful stuff.” 
“Maybe | will...if | live long enough,” Joan shot back. 


Nick understood her frustration. He imagined her enjoying her newfound confidence only 
to have it taken away in a flash—a flash of light from the tablet. And that was how Nick felt, 
too. The museum was like his second home. Even though many wild and crazy things 
happened there, he always felt at home within its walls and with his friends. Now, those 


very friends could seriously hurt him with one misstep. What he once thought was his 
second home was now the most dangerous place ever. 


“Look, we just need to get back to the tablet and...” Nick’s eyes widened. “Look out!” 


Nick and Joan dove for cover toward the tree line as a zebra clopped by. The giant black 
hooves just missed them—coming so close that Nick could feel a breeze. 


Joan growled as she got to her feet. “This is infuriating. How can we do anything when we're 
this small?” 


‘What we need is a ride,” said Nick. He peered up at the treetops. He could just make out a 
couple of dark figures sitting among the leaves. 


“Dexter?” he shouted. “Are you up there, buddy?” 


One of the shadows separated from a branch and darted down the tree trunk. As the 
shadow neared, a familiar capuchin monkey came into view. It leaped from the trunk and 
landed in front of Nick and Joan. 


“Hey, Dexter,” said Nick. “Listen, we need you to...” 


The monkey closed his eyes and chattered with shrill chirps that could only be one 
thing—monkey laughter. He grinned widely and pointed at Nick. 


“Okay, | get it,” said Nick. “We're very tiny now. Ha-ha.” 
Dexter rolled onto his back and guffawed louder. 


Nick shook his head. Now he knew how his dad felt. The little capuchin was always giving 
his father a hard time. 


“All right, Dex. Are you finished?” Nick asked. “Got it out of your system?” 
Dexter's stream of laughter slowed to a slow trickle. 
“Okay,” said Nick. “Will you give us a ride?” 


Dexter laughed once more, then sidled up to Nick and Joan. Nick climbed atop his back. 
This is a first, he thought. Joan climbed up behind him. 


They held tight as Dexter bolted from the room. He darted down the hallway, skirting the 
chaos they encountered. Exhibits zipped about shooing away flying insects. Peruvian 
natives held up their long gowns away from the crawling bugs and spiders on the floor. The 
Civil War guys no longer fought each other but instead fought off swarming bees. 


Dexter hit the back stairs and galloped down to the first floor. It was all Nick and Joan could 
do to keep from getting bucked off. If their tight hold on his fur bothered him, the monkey 
didn’t show it. He continued to zigzag through the hodgepodge of tromping boots, shoes, 
and sandals. 


Several times, Dexter had to turn around and look for another way to the basement. 
Stairwells, elevators, and even entire hallways were congested with exhibits fighting off 
swarming insects. Nick cringed as he saw the once grand museum immersed in utter 
chaos. 


Joan must have felt the same way. “This is madness,” she said. 

“| agree,” said Nick. “Let’s rethink this.” 

Dexter darted into an empty alcove as several deer bounded by. 

“Getting to the tablet may not be our biggest priority right now,” said Nick. 
“Now | think you are mad,” said Joan. 


“I'm not,” he replied. “Just look around. All of the exhibits—the full-sized exhibits—aren’'t 
having any luck against the creepy crawlies.” 


“This is true,” said Joan. “What of it?” 


“I'm saying we may have to take this down to their level. Our level,” Nick explained. “And we 
need the help from the only people who know what it’s like to be in our situation.” Nick 
nudged Dexter with his knees. “To the diorama room.” 


The capuchin dove once more into the hectic hallway. He expertly dashed through the busy 
foot (and hoof) traffic and only had to backtrack twice due to blocked through ways. 
Unfortunately, they found yet another unexpected barrier when they arrived outside the 
diorama room. The room's thin sliding doors were shut tight. Nick and Joan dismounted 
and ran to the center of the two doors. Nick knocked against the metal door without 
thinking. 


“Great,” he said. “Who's going to hear that?” 


To his surprise, the doors slid apart—just a crack. “Who goes there?” asked a soldier. It was 
one of Octavius’s Roman centurions. Nick wasn’t used to seeing one of the figures looking 
down at him. Because Nick and Joan were now the same scale as the figures in the diorama 
room, the adult centurion was about a foot taller than both of them. 


“Uh...it’s me...Nick Daley,” said Nick. 


The soldier gave him a quizzical look. “I thought you were taller,” he said. Then he glanced 
over his shoulder. “Just a minute.” Nick could see a commotion going on behind the man 
before the doors shut again. 


“Thanks, Dex,” said Nick. “We have it from here.” 


Dexter nodded and began to turn away—not before giving one last monkey snicker. He 
darted back through the turmoil in the corridor. 


The doors slid open once more and the Roman gestured them inside. “Make haste,” he 
ordered. 


Nick and Joan did as they were told and the doors slammed shut behind them. A small 
contingent of Roman soldiers lined each door, holding them closed. 


The entire floor of the diorama room was covered with figurines. Incan natives, Roman 
soldiers, cowboys, Chinese railroad workers, Japanese samurai, World War II soldiers, and 
Revolutionary War figurines were spread about. They each scanned the ceiling above. 


‘What are they looking for?” asked Joan. 
“Probably one of the insects,” Nick replied. “Come on!” 


He led the way as they ran through the crowd. He darted up the gentle slope of a nearby 
planter. He had seen the figurines use this method a thousand times; he just never thought 
he'd be doing it. After reaching the top of the planter, he and Joan leaped to the top of the 
adjacent bench. More figurines stood atop the bench. They, too, were looking up. He knew 
two of the figurines quite well. 


“Jed. Octavius,” said Nick. “We need your help.” 


The tiny cowboy, who didn't look tiny anymore, looked down at Nick and jumped back. 
“Leaping lizards! What happened to you, Mini-Gigantor?” Jedediah always called Nick's dad 
Gigantor. Therefore, when Nick came to the museum, he was christened Mini-Gigantor. 


‘Yes, my liege,” said Octavius. He looked both kids up and down. “You two used to be much 
taller.” 


Nick gave them the abbreviated version of how the tablet had shrunk them after his father 
left the museum for a while. 


“Dag nabbit! You should know better than to go messing with that thing,” said Jedediah. “It’s 
full of mighty powerful medicine.” 


“That’s what | told them,” agreed Joan. “Not...those exact words, mind you.” 


‘Yeah, well, now we know,” said Nick. “In the meantime, we have to get the insects and 
spiders back where they belong.” 


‘We've got bigger fish to fry right now, Mini-Mini-Gigantor,” said the cowboy. “Just look 
yonder.” 


Jed pointed at the castle siege display. The many knights and soldiers who normally fought 
each other were working together for once. They battled a fierce creature. The beast 
towered over the advancing knights. It easily swatted them aside with its huge spiked club. 


Nick recognized the beast at once. “The orc,” he said. 
“You have knowledge of yonder brute?” asked Octavius. 


Nick explained how he came across two kids playing with an orc figurine in the castle 
diorama. 


‘What did you do about it?” he asked. 
Nick cringed. “Well, | told them to knock it off, of course.” 
“Good man,” said Jed. “And what did they do then?” 


Nick nervously rubbed the back of his neck. “Then they...uh...they swiped the tablet from 
me.” He looked at Joan. “That's how the tiles got out of whack.” 


Nick reluctantly explained how the one kid got him in a headlock while the other 
discovered the tablet. They were both older and bigger and even though he rescued the 
tablet from them, he still felt rotten for simply running away. 


Octavius put a hand on his shoulder. “All battles, even those we lose, teach us something.” 


“And size doesn't make a lick of difference in the end,” Jed added. He jutted a thumb to the 
centurion. “We should know.” 


Joan didn't say anything. 


A commotion came from the castle diorama. The orc roared as he pushed over one of the 
siege machines. Soldiers leaped from the device as it crashed to the ground. Then the orc 
turned his attention to the castle. The castle shook as the beast slammed its mighty club 
against the drawbridge. From the parapets above, a dozen soldiers tipped a steaming 
cauldron over the side. Hot oil poured onto the orc below. The creature bellowed in what 
seemed like anger more than pain. It continued to bash the castle walls. 


“Oh, this is ridiculous,” said Joan. She cupped her hands around her mouth. “Drop it!” she 
shouted. 


The men straining against the weight of the cauldron looked her way. Then they exchanged 
puzzled glances. 


“Drop it now!” she yelled. 


They shrugged their shoulders and released the cauldron. The orc had just turned to look 
at Joan when the heavy pot fell atop him. It slammed to the ground, trapping the beast 
beneath. Knights and soldiers on the ground piled atop the pot. The mass of figurines 
jolted as the orc pounded against the inverted cauldron. 


Joan turned back and smiled. “That wasn’t such a chore, was it?” 
Skreeeeeeeeeeecece! 


Everyone ducked as a winged creature swooped in for an attack. Joan was the last and Nick 
pulled her down just as sharp talons clawed at them. 


“The orc has a companion, I'm afraid,” said Octavius. 


“The gryphon,” said Nick. “I forgot about that one.” 


The creature flapped its enormous wings as it climbed toward the ceiling. It was followed 
by a barrage of arrows, spears, and darts. None of them hit their mark. 


“That's why everyone was looking up,” said Joan. 
“And why you had the doors shut,” Nick added. 
‘Yup,” Jed agreed. “That one’s been givin’ us a heap of trouble.” 


“But not for much longer,” Octavius announced. He drew his sword and turned toward the 
legion of Roman soldiers below. “Archers, stand ready!” 


Wood creaked as the Roman archers drew back their bowstrings. 
‘Wait,” said Nick. “Has anyone tried talking to it?” 


Jed and Octavius exchanged puzzled looks. Nick sighed and shook his head. He raised his 
arms and addressed the Romans below. “Archers...stop...arching for a moment.” The men 
hesitantly relaxed their bows. 


Nick scanned the room but he didn’t see the mythical animal. “Hello?” he shouted. 
“Uh...Gryphon? Hello?” 


Skreeeeeeeeeeeecee! 
The creature came into view. It dipped lower as it circled the group on the bench. 


“| know you're probably scared,” said Nick. “But we don’t want to hurt you. And you 
probably don’t want to hurt us, do you?” 


The soldiers tensed below. Octavius raised a hand. “Steady, men.” 


The gryphon circled lower. Skreee-Skaaa, it squawked. Its piercing eyes made it seem fierce. 
But as it swooped lower, Nick got the sense that it was relaxing its guard a bit. 


“There you go,” said Nick. He stepped closer to the edge of the bench. The gryphon stopped 
circling and hovered in front of him. “We're not going to hurt you.” 


Skraaa! The gryphon cawed as it hovered closer still. Nick reached toward it. As the creature 
neared, it lowered its head. Nick was about to pet a gryphon! Cool! 


Suddenly, the doors slid open. Tiny Roman figurines yelled as they went flying on either 
side. Two large figures stepped inside. 


Skreeeeeeeeeeeeeee! 


Nick was blown off his feet as the gryphon beat its wings. It soared upward and headed 
straight for the open doorway. The tallest figure in the doorway waved away the passing 
gryphon as if it was just another insect. The winged beast disappeared down the corridor. 


Nick scrambled to his feet. The two figures were dressed as pilgrims, but he didn’t 
recognize them from the Mayflower exhibit. They were short for pilgrims, mind you, but 
who was he to criticize height at that point. 


‘Whoah,” said the tallest figure. “So cool!” 


Then Nick knew exactly who they were. The two short pilgrims were actually the kids from 
earlier. Eric and Bryce. 


“Just perfect,” Nick said to himself. 


CHAPTER 10 


The older boy gingerly stepped into the room. The figurines on the floor scattered as he 
moved through them. 


“Check ‘em out,” said Eric. “We are so not leaving here without a couple of these guys.” 
“| don’t know, Eric,” said Bryce. He stayed near the open doorway. 


“Are you kidding me?” Eric moved farther into the room. “My brother won't believe it. And 
will | let him play with my new moving action figures? No way.” 


‘You're not touching anybody!” shouted Nick. The words were out of his mouth before he 
had a chance to think about it. The two boys stared at him with mouths agape. All of the 
diorama room figurines turned and stared at him. Nick suddenly felt very...conspicuous. He 
also felt as if he should add something. Something powerful. He glanced around nervously 
and then stared back at the boys. He jabbed a finger in their direction. “And | mean it!” 


Eric's eyes widened. “Holy crap! Is that...” He leaned closer. “It is!” He glanced back at his 
friend. “Hey, Bryce! It’s that kid! The big night-guard-is-my-dad kid!” He moved closer. 
‘You're so tiny. | can’t believe it. Well, actually, | can believe it after everything I’ve seen.” 


“Look,” Nick said. He cringed as his voice cracked a little. “Just get out of here and leave us 
alone.” 


‘Yeah, vamoose!” Jed agreed. 
“Leave us,” Joan ordered. “I tire of seeing your nose hair.” 
“Oh, I'm leaving.” Eric grinned. “But I'm taking a couple of you guys with me.” 


“Archers, stand ready!” Octavius ordered. 


Eric reached in and grabbed at the group on the bench. Jed and Nick dove away in time. 
Joan and Octavius weren't so lucky. They were scooped up by Eric's giant hand. The boy 
laughed as he dropped them into his coat pocket. He turned and made for the door. 


Nick crawled to the edge of the bench and looked down at the archers. “Fire!” he ordered. 
“Fire!” 


Hundreds of arrows erupted from the floor. Unfortunately, Eric was too fast. He ducked his 
head and dashed out of the room. Bryce was right behind him. 


The younger boy paused just outside the doorway. He shrugged. “Uh...Sorry.” Then he took 
off after Eric. 


“We have to save them!” Nick made for the edge of the bench but felt a tug on his shirt. 
Jedediah had him by the collar. 


“Hold on there, buckaroo,” said the cowboy. “Don't be going off all half-cocked.” 


Nick felt the panic well in his throat. “But if Joan and Octavius are outside after sunrise, 
they'll turn to dust!” 


“| know all that,” said Jed. “Don’t you think I’m worried about my compadre, mi amigo? Well, 
sure.” He let go of Nick's shirt. “I reckon you're frettin’ about your friend, too.” 


Nick nodded. Now he didn't care about getting to the tablet, rounding up the insects, or 
even explaining things to his dad. His mind was consumed with one thing—saving Joan. 


Jed pushed back his hat. “Look, Nick, just like | told your dad once, we've been through 
bigger scrapes than this. And don't fret about them turning to dust because this here 
museum is locked up tighter than a Texas tick. And speaking of ticks, we should get after 
this bug problem first, don’t you reckon? Before we take on the big game, we need to get 
these other critters out of our way.” 


“Uh...yeah,” said Nick. “That's why we came to you guys in the first place. We...I’m so small 
now...I’m not sure | Know what to do.” 


‘Well, that's your first mistake, partner,” Jed corrected. “Just because we're small don’t mean 
we can't think big.” 


Jed clapped Nick on the back. The boy waved his arms for balance as he almost went over 
the side of the bench. 


Jed turned to the western diorama. “All right, boys!” He shouted to the cowboys. “It’s time 
for an insect roundup!” The cowboys cheered as they climbed atop their horses. Several 
shot their six-shooters into the air. 


Jed gave Nick a nudge. “All right, partner. It’s your turn.” He spread his arms wide. “Think 
big.” 


Nick looked at all the figures below. They gazed up at him expectantly. “I need your help,” 
he said. “My dad isn't here and the big exhibits aren't doing so well. It’s up to us now. We 
have to get all the insects and spiders back to their wing.” 


The Roman legions below drew their swords in unison and beat the hilts against their chest 
plates in a salute. The samurai bowed and Incans nodded in agreement. 


Nick addressed the figurines still in their exhibits. “I think we're going to need everyone's 
help.” 


‘You heard him, folks,” Jed added. “Romans, help out our friends in the wall, will ya? You 
know the drill.” 


Nick watched the figurines mobilize. It never ceased to amaze him how they could 
accomplish so much even though they were so small. The cowboys and Incans hauled 
several freestanding signs in front of each exhibit. Meanwhile, the Roman soldiers moved 
large catapults into position. When everything was just right, the catapults launched huge 
boulders at the signs, knocking them over. The edge of each sign fell against the lip of a 
specific diorama. This gave each exhibit an exit ramp. 


World War II tanks rumbled as they rolled down one sign while knights on horseback 
trotted down another. Zulu and British soldiers put aside their differences and marched 
out together. Cowboys galloped down their ramp while American Revolutionary War 
soldiers—colonists and redcoats alike—marched down theirs. 


Nick turned to Jed. “Oh yeah! We're going to need some air support.” 


Jed waved at an exhibit at the far end of the room. “Fellas in the back!” he shouted. “Let's 
get those birds in the air for all the flyin’ critters!” 


Distant engines roared to life. Then a steady stream of World War | biplanes emerged from 
the exhibit. Nick watched in amazement as they flew overhead and out the diorama room 
door. Soon, all the figurines were marching, rumbling, and riding out of the room. 


“All right,” said Nick. “Now let's go save Joan and Octavius.” 
Jed clapped him on the shoulder. “You can count on me, partner.” 
Nick glanced around. “Are we taking your horse?” 


A smile spread across the cowboy's face. “Shucks, no! | have something just a teensy bit 
faster.” 


CHAPTER 11 


“Y eah!!!” Nick shouted as they soared through the air. He felt the sensation of 
weightlessness as they reached the apex of their jump. He held tight to the plastic roll bar 
as the toy dune buggy slammed to the floor. Jed wrestled with the steering wheel, keeping 
the car on course after the hard landing. As they drove away from the diorama room, 
marching figurines cheered on both sides of them. Nick and Jed were off to save their 
friends. 


Of course, finding their friends wasn’t so easy. They drove around the entire first floor. That 
particular level was always the busiest, so it was doubtful the boys would be there anyway. 
Still, they had to try. 


After Jed did some fancy shooting at elevator buttons, they road the elevator up to the 
second floor. The doors opened and they peeled out. 


To Nick's surprise, the hundreds of miniatures were already making quick work gathering 
the insects. As they drove past the insect and arachnid wing, the cowboys from Jed'’s display 
were rounding up a herd of giant grasshoppers. The tiny horsemen flanked the hopping 
insects as if they were on a cattle drive. 


“Good job, boys!” Jed yelled as they drove by. 


As they zipped around a corner, Jed cut the wheel to dodge the next procession. Several 
Incans surrounded a group of scorpions. The tiny natives had their spears ready as they 
escorted them down the hallway. 


“It’s really working!” Nick shouted. 
“Was there ever any doubt?” Jed asked. 


Once they turned down the open walkway overlooking the first floor, Nick spotted their 
prey. Eric and Bryce rounded the opposite corner. 


“There they are!” shouted Nick. 


Nick’s body slammed against the seat as Jed accelerated. The car's motor whined as they 
zipped down the walkway. 


“So, what's the plan?” asked Nick. 
‘We're doing it, Mini-Gigantor,” Jed replied. 
“Doing what?” Nick asked. He felt the car accelerate faster. 


“Ramming speed!” yelled Jed. “Yeeeeeeehaaaaaw!” “No, wait...really?” Nick asked. “Ramming 
speed?” Nick knew Jed liked to think big but maybe this was too big. He hoped nobody 
would get seriously hurt during this plan. Especially himself. 


He held tight as the dune buggy picked up even more speed. The alcoves and passing 
mannequins zipped by in a blur. Their targets rapidly grew bigger through the clear plastic 
windshield. “Aaaaaaaaaaaaah!” Nick screamed. 


The little car crashed into Eric's foot and the dune buggy flipped out of control. Nick was 
thrown clear as the car bounded into a nearby alcove. Nick tumbled across the hard floor 
then slid to a stop. 


All Eric said was, “Ouch! What was that?” 


Nick got to his feet just as Eric looked down. The giant grinned down at him. Oh, boy, Nick 
thought. 


Nick turned and ran down the walkway. After moving so fast in the toy car, he now felt as if 
he were running in quicksand. 


“| got you now,” boomed the giant boy. 


The ground shook as his giant shoes slammed against the ground behind him. The end of 
the long corridor, and possible safety, was in plain view. Yet, Nick made very slow progress 
down the long corridor no matter how hard he ran. 


WAM-WAM-WAM-WAM-WAM-WAM! 


Nick skidded to a stop as one of the museum's exhibits crossed in front of him—one of the 
pilgrims. Nick chanced a look back at his pursuer. The giant was almost upon him. The 


marble floor vibrated as the giant's feet slammed against it. Nick looked around for a place 
to hide—any kind of mouse hole he could duck into. 


The giant boy bent and reached for him. “Get back here!” 


Just before the huge hand could close around him, Nick dove to the side. His tiny body slid 
across the smooth marble floor. He flew past two giant pillars and into the air, directly 
above the museum's large rotunda. He plummeted to the floor far below. 


CHAPTER 12 


Nick flailed his arms as he fell. He looked down to see if, maybe, he would be lucky again 
and land in another tree or big fluffy pillow or anything soft. No such luck. Nothing but a 
hard marble floor. 


As he neared the ground, something clamped around his right bicep. His fall slowed as his 
arm was jerked upward. Then something grabbed his left arm and his fall ceased 
completely. In fact, he was being hauled back up. 


Skreeeeeeeeeeecece! 


It was the gryphon. The mythical creature beat its giant wings and they rose higher and 
higher. 


“Thanks,” said Nick. It looked down at him with its bright eyes and chirped a response. 


Together they circled high above the main rotunda. What should he do next? Should he go 
to Teddy? The former president could rally the rest of the exhibits and have Eric and Bryce 
captured in no time. Or maybe Nick should find Ankmenrah. Using the tablet, the pharaoh 
could change him back to his normal size. Then again, Nick didn't fair too well against the 
boys when he was his normal size, so what good would that do? 


Actually, maybe the pharaoh could use the tablet’s magic to stop the boys and round up 
the insects at the same time. Whatever Nick was going to do, he needed to do it fast. No 
matter what Jed said, it wouldn't be long before the two boys found a way out of the 
museum. 


Nick thought of the other thing Jed told him. Just because he was little, that didn’t mean he 
couldn't think big. The rest of the miniatures had accomplished so much already. 


In fact, as the gryphon flew him closer to the floors below, Nick noticed something unusual. 
All of the full-sized exhibits seemed to be staying out of the way of the insect roundup. 
Biplanes flew in formation behind formations of wasps and bees. Sherman tanks rolled 
behind a procession of beetles. And Japanese samurai escorted a small battalion of spiders. 
The large mannequins and statues were either waiting patiently inside their display alcoves 
or backed against the wall while the miniatures came to the rescue. 


Their size didn’t matter at all. In fact, all of the loose insects and arachnids had the entire 
museum in chaos. And just look how small they were. 


Nick spotted Eric and Bryce heading up the back stairs toward the third floor. He also 
spotted Jed zipping down the walkway on the second floor. Fighting the instinct to go for his 
kidnapped friends first, he pointed to Jed. “Follow that car,” he ordered the gryphon. 


The gryphon tucked its wings and they dove toward the little dune buggy. The gryphon 
buzzed over it and then slowed a few feet ahead. It gently dropped Nick to the ground. The 
tiny tires squealed as the car skidded to a stop. 


‘Well, there you are, partner,” said Jed. “You had me frettin’ up a storm.” 


“I'm okay,” said Nick. The gryphon landed beside him and folded its wings. “And | have a 
new friend.” Nick stroked the creature's feathery neck. It nuzzled him while wagging its long 
lion’s tail. 


“| see that,” said the cowboy. “I lost those dirty rascals but | just heard that the roundup is 
almost done.” 


“That's great,” said Nick. “Because I’m going to need as many of the miniatures...uh... 
diorama people as we can spare.” 


Jed smiled. “Sounds like you have a plan.” 


“A big plan,” said Nick. 


CHAPTER 13 


Eric and Bryce crept onto the third floor. All was quiet. Most of the museum's activity 
seemed to be happening on levels below them. Only a couple of Eskimos were in the main 
walkway and they were busy peering down at the excitement below. 


“Come on,” Eric whispered. 


They headed back toward the textiles wing. Eric thought he remembered a window at the 
end of one of the corridors. All they had to do was climb out the window and down the fire 
escape outside. If the window triggered an alarm, so what? They'd be three or four blocks 
away before the cops showed up. 


Eric felt a sharp pain in his side. He reached down and pulled open his pilgrim’s coat 
pocket. “I told you to cut that out!” 


The tiny Roman soldier hid his sword behind his back. “Cut what out?” 
“You know what,” Eric growled. He reached his other hand toward them. “Give me that.” 


The Roman whipped his sword around and pointed it up at him. “You want another sore 
finger?” 


Bryce leaned in for a closer look. “Maybe you just should let them go.” 
“Agreed,” said the tiny Roman. 


Eric glared at Bryce. “Maybe you should shut up.” Then he frowned at the figures. “And 
you...you just cut it out.” 


The tiny people began to protest but Eric shook the open pocket, knocking them off their 
feet. 


“Come on,” he ordered. 


The boys ran past the textiles wing and turned down another hallway. He spotted the 
window at the very end. Eric sprinted to it and checked it out. It was really old with simple 
latches. He popped the latches and slid the window open. 


“Eric, don't do it,” ordered Bryce. 
Eric spun around. “What did you say?” 


Bryce winced with fear but held his ground. “This isn’t funny anymore. You're not funny 
anymore.” He took a step forward. “These are real people. And they're really cool. They're 
not...toys.” 


“He makes several valid points,” said the centurion’s muffled voice from his pocket. 
“Stop being such a swine,” the girl figurine added. 


“Shut up, all of you,” Eric barked. “I’m taking them. That's all there is to it.” He reached for 
the window. 


Bryce took a step back. “Well, I'm not going. This is too much, Eric.” 
Eric whirled around. “So help me, if you stay here and rat on me...” 
‘You'll do what?” asked a voice. 


Both boys looked around but saw no one. Then a tiny creature floated down from above. 
Eric couldn't believe it. It was his brother's gryphon figure—but alive. That wasn't the 
strangest thing, though. The night guard’s kid was riding on its back! The gryphon hovered 
between Bryce and Eric. 


Eric pointed at it. “That’s my brother's gryphon.” 

‘You didn’t want it, remember,” said the kid. “You tried to throw it away.” 

Eric clenched his teeth. “Listen, I’m sick of you, kid.” 

“No, you listen,” said the kid. “You're going to close that window and then let my friends go.” 


Eric laughed. Now it was his turn to answer the question. “Or you'll do what? It’s not like you 
got bigger since the last time you tried to tell me what to do.” 


The boy had the audacity to smile. “No, but I've gotten smarter.” He nudged the gryphon 
with one knee and it banked to the side. “Which is more than | can say for you.” The boy 
and gryphon flew down the hallway. 


Eric pushed past Bryce and ran after the kid. He knew he was being baited but he didn't 
care. All he wanted to do was swat that kid out of the air. 


For such a tiny creature, the gryphon flew really fast. It pulled away as it neared a four-way 
intersection. Then it banked to the right and darted around the corner. Eric pushed harder 
and rounded the turn after it. The gryphon was still flying away from him. Eric began 
gaining on it. 


Unfortunately, he was so focused on the tiny creature, he didn’t see past it until it was too 
late. The gryphon dove just as four World War | biplanes passed over it. They headed 
straight at Eric. The boy crouched, barely ducking under the miniature planes. Their tiny 
engines whirred overhead. 


“Okay, I’m so done with this place,” Eric muttered to himself. Getting even with the kid 
wasn't that important. He scrambled to his feet and ran back the way he came. 


However, when he turned the corner, he saw his path was now blocked by an unreal 
configuration of World War II tanks, Zulu warriors, and samurai on horseback. The tanks’ 
turrets spun toward him, the Zulu raised their spears, and the samurai unsheathed their 
swords. They might've been tiny but their sheer numbers were intimidating. 


Eric skidded to a stop and doubled back. He took a left at the intersection this time and 
sped down the hallway. Up ahead, the biplanes were returning. They now flew in a stacked 
formation—two above two. 


Eric slid to another stop and stumbled as he spun around. “Leave me alone!” he whined as 
he backtracked again. 


When he reached the intersection, he ducked just in time to keep from being hit by the 
planes. They buzzed overhead once more. 


To his right, the tanks and Zulu were advancing. Now, up ahead, the hallway was lined with 
knights on horseback and battalions of Roman soldiers. Various catapults and trebuchets 
were being hauled along with them. 


“Fire!” ordered a tiny voice. 


The siege machines sprung into action and Eric's legs were pelted with tiny boulders. “Ow! 
Stop it! Hey!” He spun left and darted down the main open walkway. 


As he ran, he looked over the railing and saw an eerie sight. All of the museum's exhibits 
were gathered on the first floor. Teddy Roosevelt, the Vikings, everybody. They all gazed up 
at him with grim expressions. The huge T-Rex skeleton roared up at him. Cold fear jolted up 
his spine and rippled out over his skin. 


The growing buzzing of the returning biplanes made him stop once more. One flew straight 
at him. Eric turned to run but another came up behind him. He raised his hands in defense 
as they banked in unison, circling him. Two more buzzed him from opposite directions. Eric 
felt like King Kong atop the Empire State Building as he swatted at the ancient aircraft. He 
couldn't connect with any of them. Tiny pilots with billowing silk scarves glared at him as 
they maneuvered their planes just beyond his reach. 


The gryphon zigzagged through the swarm of planes and flew toward Eric’s chest. He was 
about to reach for it but had to fend off a dipping biplane instead. 


“Joan! Octavius!” shouted the kid. 


Eric felt movement on his chest. He risked a glance down to see his captured figurines 
clambering out of the pocket. Of course, they had tried the same escape earlier, but Eric 
had easily flicked them back inside his pocket. Unfortunately, he was too busy fending off 
the buzzing planes to do anything about the escapees. 


The girl jumped first. The gryphon banked closer and she landed atop the creature's back 
behind the kid. The shrunken night guard’s son grabbed her arm to keep her from slipping 
off. The gryphon flapped harder to compensate for the extra weight. Then it hovered closer 
to Eric’s chest as the tiny Roman prepared to jump. 


Even though the biplanes flew closer, Eric chanced a grab for the centurion. His tiny armor 
clanked as the Roman leaped from the pocket. Eric couldn’t snag him but his hand did 
brush the soldier's legs. The tiny figure spun out of control, flying past the gryphon. 


“Ahhhh!” yelled the tiny Roman. 
“No!” shouted the kid. 


Skreeeeeeeeeeeeeee! shrieked the winged creature, as it dove after the falling centurion. 
With amazing speed and agility, it zeroed in on the little man. It raised its two eagle talons 


and snagged the Roman's armor. The gryphon spread its wings wide and slowed its descent 
like a feathery parachute. After another flap of its wings, it gently placed the tiny soldier 
onto the floor. 


Eric clenched his jaw and trembled with equal parts of rage and frustration. This crazy night 
at the museum had him chased, poked, pelted, and startled nearly out of his skin. He was 
well past ready to get out of there. However, after everything he had been through, the 
least he could do is escape with some kind of consolation prize. As far as he was 
concerned, that Roman figurine was just that. 


“Hey!” Eric bellowed. “Get back here!” 


The small centurion glanced over his shoulder, then took off running down the main 
walkway. The gryphon and its riders rose and flew to the side. Eric was so enraged that he 
disregarded the swarming biplanes. He ducked out from their crisscrossing flight paths and 
shambled after the scurrying centurion. 


“You sure you just don't want to call it a night?” asked a tiny boy's voice to his right. Eric 
turned to see the kids and gryphon flying beside him. 


“No way!” Eric slapped at the gryphon. The creature easily dodged the swipe. 
‘You should really surrender, | think,” said the girl. 

“Just shut up!” Eric growled. He turned back to the fleeing Roman. 

“Don't say we didn’t warn you,” said the boy. 


For the first time, Eric noticed that each side of his pathway was lined with tiny 
Revolutionary War figures. As the centurion passed them, they rolled small cannonballs 
into the center of the walkway. Eric tried to stop but it was too late. The tiny spheres rolled 
underfoot. He shuffled wildly as he tried to remain upright. His arms flailed and his legs 
blurred in several directions as he performed a crazy, high-speed dance. Then both feet 
flew out from under him. He fell backward and slammed to the floor, knocking the wind out 
him. 


Eric gasped for breath. He must've hit pretty hard because his head was rumbling. As it 
turned out, it wasn’t his head that rumbled. A group of cowboys on horseback stampeded 
toward him. Oddly enough, they were led by a cowboy driving a dune buggy. 


“Hog-tie ‘em, boys!” shouted the cowboy driver. 


Before Eric could rise, the tiny horsemen rode to both sides of him, swinging their lariats. 
Then they tossed the ropes over his body. Incan natives ran out and pulled the ropes tight 
and tied them off to various nearby exhibits with the help of the redcoats. Eric couldn't 
move. 


He felt something on his chest and tilted his head forward. The Roman marched up his 
chest and leveled his sword at Eric’s chin. “I take it you surrender, now?” 


Eric was too frightened to speak. Instead he just nodded his head. Tiny cheers erupted all 
around him. He shut his eyes and tightened his lips. He tried his best not to cry in front of 
all the miniature historical figures. 


CHAPTER 14 


The gryphon soared over the railing and circled high above the rotunda. To Nick, the 
full-sized exhibits on the first floor now looked like miniatures themselves. 


“Are you all right?” he asked Joan. 
“I'm fine,” she replied. “Thank you. And thank you for rescuing us.” 
‘You're welcome,” he said. “I had a little help, of course.” 


They flew in silence for a moment. Then Nick sighed. “Listen, I’m sorry | didn't tell you about 
Eric and Bryce earlier,” he said. “I was just embarrassed because | didn’t stand up to them. 
You know?” 


“That's okay,” said Joan. “I understand.” 


“It’s just that you didn’t say anything before...back in the diorama room,” Nick explained. “I 
thought you were disappointed in me.” 


“| wasn't disappointed. And what could | say?” Joan asked. “/ was frightened of everything 
when | first got here. You’re the one who taught me to be brave and realize my potential. | 
knew you would teach yourself the same lesson in time.” 


Nick smiled. “Thanks. You're a really good friend...for a six-hundred-year-old lady.” 


“Hey!” Joan socked him in the shoulder. Then she grabbed him tight as the gryphon dove 
toward the first floor. “Hey!!!” 


The creature spread its wings and they pulled out of the dive. As the gryphon circled just a 
few feet above the first floor, applause erupted from the crowd below. 


‘Well done, you two,” said Teddy. “I'll send the Huns up to collect our stowaways.” Teddy 
addressed the Huns. “Attila, soma woota dono singa?” 


Attila grinned and nodded. “Mata-wo Niputoo!” Attila told Nick as he and the Hun warriors 
headed up the stairs. Nick assumed he was congratulating them as well. 


“I'll see to it that the Huns don't...play too rough,” said Sacajawea. She followed them up. 


“Now, | believe | might be of service,” said Ankmenrah. The pharaoh stepped forward 
cradling the gold tablet in one arm. Dexter sat on his shoulder. The capuchin must've taken 
the pharaoh to the basement to get the tablet. 


The gryphon hovered closer and Ahkmenrah pointed to one of the tiles. “This tile was 
reversed,” he explained. “That's why the tablet shrank you.” 


Joan slapped Nick on the shoulder. “I told you to spin that one.” 

“No, you said the one with the duck on it,” Nick argued. “The duck with the funny hat.” 
“The duck with the funny hat?” asked Ahkmenrah. 

Nick shook his head. “It doesn’t matter.” 


‘Well, you should be more careful, Nick,” the pharaoh warned. “The tablet is full of many 
wonders. Much of them can be quite mischievous.” 


“Tell me about it,” said Nick. 
Ahkmenrah cocked his head. “I just did.” 


“Right,” said Nick. “Now, can you change us back, please? | really don’t want my dad to see 
me like this.” 


“Uh...hello? Too late for that,” said a familiar voice. 


Nick turned to see his father’s face a mere three inches from the hovering gryphon. “Oh, 
hi," said Nick. He laughed nervously. “You know...funny story...” 


Larry Daley set down a large paper sack. “I’m sure it is. And you can tell me all about it 
when we can see more eye to eye. Well...we see eye to eye now but | mean...big eye to 
bigger eye than you have right now...” He gestured to the pharaoh. “Can you just make 
them big again, please?” 


Ahkmenrah laughed. “With pleasure.” He leaned in. “You may want to be on solid ground 
for this.” 


“Oh,” said Nick. He leaned forward and patted the gryphon’s neck. “Take us down, please.” 
Skraw! 


The gryphon’s wings beat slower and they descended to the ground. The kids stepped off 
its back and, once again, Nick and Joan found themselves surrounded by giants. The 
gryphon leaped into the air and soared above the crowd. 


Ahkmenrah held the tablet with both hands and closed his eyes. “Ahnk-Men-Santos-Asar 
Ptah-Gran!” The tablet began to glow. 


Nick got a weird feeling in the pit of his stomach. Then he felt queasy as everyone around 
him began to shrink. Joan grabbed his hand and squeezed tight. Then Nick realized that 
everyone wasn't shrinking; he and Joan were getting taller. The tablet grew brighter, so 
much so that Nick had to shield his eyes. It flashed brightly and then dimmed. Nick glanced 
around at the crowd. He was still shorter than everyone but at least he was just as short as 
he was supposed to be. Although, he wouldn't have minded if the tablet had made hima 
couple of inches taller. 


Skreee... 


Nick recognized the familiar, albeit much quieter sound. The tiny gryphon flew down and 
landed on his shoulder. He gently scratched its back with the tip of his index finger. The 
gryphon nuzzled back and began to purr. 


Nick and Joan took turns explaining what happened. Of course, this meant that Nick had to 
explain how the tiles became askew in the first place. Even though he got the better of 
them in the end, Nick still didn’t enjoy telling the part where the boys played keep-away 
with the tablet. He didn’t know how the insects and arachnids escaped but Teddy filled in 
the blanks there. It turned out that one of the Peruvians spotted the two boys running out 
of that wing. 


Speaking of the boys, Sacajawea and the Huns escorted them down the main stairs. They 
no longer wore the Pilgrim costumes but were dressed in their own clothes. 


Larry intercepted them near the information desk. “All right, fellas. Now, you know that if 
you tell anybody about this place, they won't believe you, right?” 


Both boys nodded. Eric still looked as if he were in shock. 


Bryce stepped forward. “I just want to say that I’m really sorry, everyone.” Then he beamed. 
“But this is the coolest place ever!” 


Eric nudged him. “You're so lame.” 


Larry called and had a patrolman take the boys to their homes. He and the boys waited 
outside, of course. Larry also agreed not to press charges if the kids promised never to 
stow away in the museum again. Both kids happily agreed. 


For the rest of the evening, Joan, Nick, and his father helped straighten up the place. They 
rounded up the odd insect or two. Nick found the praying mantis in the African mammals 
wing where he last saw him. Now it was his turn to carry the insect through the museum. 


They also packed up the mold-making supplies. Larry decided not to cast the tablet after 
all. Joan was extremely happy about that. Like she had told them, the tablet was too 
powerful to fool around with. 


The next morning, as the sun rose, everyone was in place. The exhibits, animals, and 
mannequins alike became still in the early morning light. Larry unlocked the museum doors 
and the workers came in for the first shift. 


Nick was exhausted. Being so small, he felt as if he had traveled miles upon miles all night 
long. Relatively speaking, he probably had. He was ready to go home and have a good day's 
sleep. 


Larry and Nick were on their way out when Dr. McPhee strolled in. 


“Dr. McPhee,” said Larry, shifting the cardboard box of mold-making supplies in his hands, 
“| thought you weren't due back for a couple of days?” 


The chubby man rolled his eyes and groaned. “I'm telling you. That is the last team-building 
retreat | ever attend. Corporate nonsense. Playing the trust game, falling back into each 
other's arms the entire week.” He shook his head. “I left early. It was dreadful.” 


“Oh, well, that’s too bad,” said Larry. He began to leave. “We'll just see you tomorrow.” 
McPhee pointed at him. “So, what's in the box, then?” 


“Oh, this?” asked Larry. “Uh...just...you know...” 


Nick jumped in. “School project.” 

“It's summer, Master Daley,” McPhee said. “There is no school.” 
“He's getting an early start,” said Larry. 

“That's them!” shouted a familiar voice. 


Eric had just entered through the revolving doors. He was with a short older woman and a 
tall blond kid that was a few years older than he. Eric pointed at Larry and Nick. “That's 
them!” 


The woman marched up to Larry. “So, you’re the one who kept my son locked up in the 
museum all night.” 


“Kept him here?” asked Larry. “Are you joking?” 


‘What's all this, then?” asked McPhee. “Madam, I’m the museum director. May | inquire as 
to what you're talking about?” 


Eric’s mother pointed to Eric. “He said he accidentally stayed past closing and your night 
guard wouldn't let him leave.” 


“That's a lie,” barked Nick. 

“No it’s not,” said Eric. He glared at Nick. 

The older boy shook his head. “Eric probably is lying, Mom. You know how he is.” 
Dr. McPhee rounded on Larry. “Is this true, Mr. Daley?” 


‘Well, no... mean...yes,” Larry stammered. “I mean...he stayed here all night but as a 
stowaway.” 


“It’s true,” Nick agreed. “I caught him and his friend messing around with the figures in the 
diorama room.” 


“No, you didn't,” said Eric. 


Eric’s mother looked down her nose at Nick. “And just who are you?” 


Larry put a protective hand on Nick's shoulder. “He’s my son, ma’am, and he’s telling the 
truth.” 


‘Well, | don’t believe him,” she said. “I plan to lodge a formal complaint with the 
management and have you fired.” She put an arm around her son. “Then | plan to press 
charges and have you arrested!” 


“Now, Madam, | assure you, if what you Say is true then there is no need to pursue this 
matter legally,” McPhee explained. 


While the director tried to reason with the woman, Eric gave Nick the tiniest of smirks. At 
first, Nick was infuriated. Then he remembered something and smiled. Eric was thrown off 
by Nick’s sudden confidence. 


“Ma’am,” Nick interrupted. “If I'm lying,” he reached into his pants pocket “then how did | get 
these?” Nick pulled out two small figurines—the orc and the gryphon. 


The older boy socked Eric in the shoulder. “You little creep. Those are mine.” Nick handed 
them over to Eric’s big brother. He held up the orc. “This one’s all bent out of shape.” The 
orc was in a permanent crouch. It was almost as if he had been trapped under 
something—like a heavy cauldron. 


The older boy held up the gryphon. “And you know this one is my favorite,” he said. “I've 
had this since | was a little kid.” 


“I'm sorry,” said Eric. “I just wanted to play with them and you never let me play with them.” 
The woman ushered Eric back toward the entrance. “I’m so sorry,” she told Larry and Nick. 


“| should say so,” said Dr. McPhee. “And if | find that anything is damaged, | assure you, 
madam, it is we who shall pursue this matter in the courts.” 


Eric pointed back at Nick. “Oh yeah? Well, everything in here comes alive at night!” He 
pointed around the museum. “All the people. That big dinosaur skeleton. All the little 
people in the other room...” He pointed back to Nick. “And him! He shrank down to their 
size. He was teeny-tiny!” 


His mother pushed him along faster. “Eric, stop lying this instant. You've already 
embarrassed me enough.” She turned back to Nick and Larry. “He’s usually such a nice 
boy. 
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‘Yeah, right,” said his older brother. He grabbed Eric’s other arm and they all left the 
museum. 


“Well...” Dr. McPhee adjusted his tie. “Glad | was here to diffuse that...awkward situation.” 
He gestured to the door. “I'll let you two get home, then. Since it sounds as if you had an 
exciting night at the museum for once.” 


Nick and his dad exchanged knowing smiles as they headed for the door. 


McPhee marched toward his office. “Goodness knows you couldn't pay me to be bored all 
night in this place.” 


